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PREFACE. 



"God is love/' writes St. John; '^Little chil- 
dren love one another/' Strictly carrying out, 
then, the inevitable inference that, if this be in- 
deed the very essence of human duty, the happiest 
boy in the whole world must be the boy that 
is the most beloved by all around him, the forth- 
coming romance will be found to be a complete 
manual for boys of the whole art of love in 
every relation of life of which boyhood is capable, 
as village boys' playfellow, brother, child, orphan 
page's '^ dear old Eddie,'^ cousin, schoolmate, 
and bosom friend ; all life, brightness, and ani- 
mation, and innocent joy and tenderness, charm- 
ing the soft young heart of the uncontaminated 
boy, and filling it with all the radiance of a 
heaven of sweet passionate love for all around 
him, both at home and at school. 

But however pretty a flush of pleasure papa's 
holiday gift calls up to his cheek, and with how- 
ever irrepressibly delightful sensations of novelty 
he enters the glorious new world it opens to 
his view as he reads it out aloud to tb© listening 
circle at the fireside at home, and t^t^s ^^ ^P ^ 
bed with him to put under his pillo^ ^^^ dream 
of, yet is it essentially not a boot 4s ^ \)oaxd\tig- 
B 2 Xo< 
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4 1 REFACE. 

school. The good fairy^s money vanished beyond 
a certain brook, even as the money we dream of 
does when we awake, and once away from home the 
charm is broken — the spell I have laid upon this 
book. And the precious book the boy packed 
up in his school-box, to lend out amongst his 
schoolfellows, has become mere waste paper when 
he takes it out again. One laugh, one single 
laugh of the scorner, and the heavenly vision 
of angels melts quite away for ever. It is, as 
he wUl see by the titlfe-page, a Christmas book — 
a holiday romance — to be read by the fireside (at 
the season of the year especially sacred to the 
domestic aflFections) on the lap of the donor 
(the idolizing father, whose perfect image he is 
in softened little) by the loving, happy, wild, 
coaxing, delicious boy just let loose from school, 
whom (as he nestles within the arms and rests 
his head upon the bosom he has missed so long, 
and reads '^dear papa^^ out passages of the 
book with the sweet lips he has kissed but a 
moment ago) '^dear papa^' desires above all 
earthly blessings to be good and happy, an 
honour to his native ^place, and a blessing to his 
native land in the hour of its approaching great 
calamity, when he shall be himself no more. 

To conclude. If the "little children'' of the 
Apostle are adults only, and boys are not to " love 
one another'' — if boys are to be mere heathen 
Pariahs in a pseudo- Christian land, and their love 
for one another is to be jeered down as girlish 
— I have done — I have made a grand mistake, 
and nothing remains for me but in all humility 
to make my bow and crave the indulgent reader's 
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PREFACE. O 

pardon. Bat if Master Eddio^ with his Adam- 
like proneness to get into all manner of scrapes, 
and his Christ-like self-devotion to take all the con- 
sequences upon himself out of the love he bears 
his playfellows, is, with much childish levity, and 
even a little schoolboy folly, a perfect model of 
the quintessence of Christianity for all boys — 
if graphically drawn to the very life, but bathed 
in a soft golden flood of the celestial light of love, 
the gorgeous picture of the " Boys of Raby,'' 
with its animated crowd of fascinating incidents, 
takes an ineradicable hold of the heart of the 
impressionable boy as above portrayed (so glori- 
ously bright and winsome and beautiful in the 
grateful eagerness with which he, with his simple 
young eyes, so greedily devours it) mentoring 
him, as it were, with the siren voice of an irre- 
sistible spell, to the fulfilment of his father's 
prayer — then have I not beaten the air with an 
unimaginable infinity of fruitless labour to please 
him, and, as little Atty 'says, to '' make him real 
good/' But this is a book that should be found 
in every English home, whether palace or 
cottage, within which a boy or girl is nurtured, 
intended as it is to illustrate the educational 
principles of " The School and the World,'' by the 
same author, and to serve in some sort as a 
companion volume to it, " The School and the 
World" being for the perusal of the parents, 
and " The Boys of Raby " for that of the young 
folks of the family. 

It now only remains to dedicate it to the dear 
boys that spoke kindly of it when it ^^^ ^^^.' 
mitted to their youthful criticism W -^^ chtysaVia 
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6 PEEFACE. 

state^ whilst still in the darkness of the press. 
'' God bless them/' 1 say with Master Eddie, 
"for their heavenly compassionateness/' And 
may they enjoy it most thoroughly (even as the 
boy in this preface does), they and their happy 
little family circle by the home fireside this 
Christmas. And may it inspire their young* 
hearts, like his, with a " glorious new world '' 
of sweet ennobling sentiments. 
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CHAPTER I. 

MASTER NED AND HIS TILLAQE 1£ATSS. 

Op all the delightful places in the whole world, 
Raby Hall, I do suppose, was the most delightful, 
with all manner of sweet, charming books, with 
lots of gaily-coloured pictures, and binding yet 
more resplendently gorgeous, and all sorts of play- 
things for boys and girls of all ages, scattered in 
dehcious confusion all over the house : and outside 
it the garden, with its luscious fruit and beautiful 
and fragrant flowers ; and lawn for gambolling 
upon, and trees for climbing and swinging, and 
shrubberies for hide-and-seek and hare-and- 
hounds, and walks for ring and prisoners' base, 
and arbour for tea out of doors, in summer ; and 
the stable with its ponies, and carpentering-shop, 
and dep6t for odds and ends of all kinds ; and 
the noisy, quacking, grunting, crowing courtyard, 
with its rabbits, ferrets, doves, snakes, and guinea- 
pigs 'y and the field for cricket and foot-ball ; and 
the orchard bieyond, and the pool for fishing. 
Such was the happy home; peopled with » 
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10 THE BOYS OF RABY. 

most agreeable species of wingless angels, with 
nice, jolly, plump, substantial little bodies to 
romp and play with ; in the midst of pleasant 
fields and woods and lanes and meadows, and a 
clear beautiful river and a charming variety of 
landscape, where the youthful hero of the fol- 
lowing romance. Master Edwin Walter Middleton, 
the darling hope of the proud squire of Raby, 
Angy (affectionately familiar for Angel) as the 
little ones called him, the jumping Jimmy of his 
own nicknaniing, was brought up amongst the 
little peasant lads of his father^s manor, if God 
is love, the most godlike ; and if to be like God 
is to be princely, the princeliest ; and if to love 
is to be happy, the happiest of all the boys that 
ever yet breathed upon this earth, for never yet 
did God look down and see a boy upon it so 
loving or so beloved by everyone.. To love and 
to be loved seemed to be the sole end and object 
of his being; he couldn't help loving everybody. 
And nobody could help loving him ; it made him 
so happy if they only did, and he was so irre- 
sistibly coaxing and piteous if they didn't. None 
of his little peasant playfellows could anyhow. 
They all fairly idolized lum. 

His young life was, indeed, inextricably linked 
with theirs by every endearing tie imaginable. 

He ran with them, jumped and climbed with 
them, rambled all over the country with them, 
wrestled with them, sang with them, danced with 
them ; he fished with them, ratted and rabbited 
with them, and threw stones with them at every 
earthly thing but railway trains. (They would be 
liable^ as he knew and told them^ to ten or twelve 
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KASTEB NED AND HIS VILLAGE MATES. 11 

strokes with the birch-rod in the police cell for 
that,) He carved his name on the church steeple^ 
on the railway bridge, on the school desk — every- 
where with theirs. Did a crowds or hawk's nest 
defy all their efforts ? " Let's fetch Master Ned/' 
they would say. " He'll bring it down for us if 
any one can." And so he did. He climbed the 
steepest, ruggedest rocks, the most tapering, 
tangle-branched trees, and the highest, most 
mercilessly spiked and bottled walk in the 
neighbourhood, hung over startling abysses held 
by the heels only, looked unflinchingly down 
lofty precipices, leapt over foaming torrents with 
them, now looking anxiously on, now crying 
out admiringly, boy like. He carried the hay 
with them, gleaned with them, gardened with 
them, gathered in the orchard fruit with them, 
went a violeting, snail- shelling, blackberry ing, 
cowslipping, elderberrying, acoming, crabbing, 
mushrooming, nutting, squirrel -hunting, bird- 
nesting, butterflying, Maying, Christmasing, and 
what-not-elsing with them. He undressed with 
them out bathing, dived in hand-in-hand with 
them, swam with them, playing ten thousand 
pleasant antics the while, shared his towel with 
them. He rode with them on every earthly 
thing a boy ean put his legs across — on sticks, 
rocking-horses, turnstiles, see-saws, boughs of 
trees, walls, and every sort of back, both human 
and animal. When icy winter came, he slid 
with them, shared his skates with them, snow- 
balled with them. He toiled and played with 
them, he larked and laughed witj^ tixem. He 
got into mischief in the village axxA ^txto trouble 
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12 THE BOYS OF RABT. 

at National School and Sunday School with 
them, and then he got punished and wept with 
them. He and they were scolded and slapt, and 
had their ears boxed, and were put in corners, 
and set on forms, and locked up in closets to- 
gether. And sometimes they had to leave their 
seats and ^' toe the line ^^ together. Then would 
he and they stand in trembling distress at one 
another's correction, hoping each stroke as it 
fell would be the last, for all they knew their 
own turn came next ; and when it was all over, 
sit together side by side wringing their hands, 
and rubbing themselves, and blubbering; and 
then, when the first sting was a little relieved, 
stretching out each other's hands and counting 
the wheals that the cane had made, and ex- 
changing tender sob for sob over them, and, 
brotheriike, pitying one another, and repro- 
bating "cruel Daddy's " unkindness. 

But no boy got pitied like poor Eddy. He 
always got so much more than his share, because 
he was the squire's little boy, that ought to have 
known better, and set them a better example ; 
and he cried so, that even if they hadnH loved 
him, they must needs have pitied him most 
heartily, and then they did love him so, and he 
did so love and pity them. 

His pockets were quite a mine of fruit, coppers, 
cake, toffee, gingerbread, tops, balls, marbles, 
Jews' harps, and catapults for them. And when 
he had given all away, and the little he had left 
himself was gone, one or other of the half-dozen 
or so of them that loved him best, and never 
willingly left his side without begging him first 
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MASTEB KED AND HIS VILLAGE MATES. 13 

to keep their place there for them, would smile 
as he saw the queer, wistful look coming over 
his face, and ciy out, " Here, Master Eddy, take 
some of mine/' 

Their first thought, when they opened their 
eyes of a morning, was to get at him, and their 
first enterprise when they were up and dressed 
was to sally down to the Hall after him, and 
cooey, and throw up gravel outside his window 
till he came down to them in the back-yard, and 
then merrily to help him to feed his birds, his 
rabbits, and his pony ; then, after larking about 
a bit with him in the stable and grounds, and 
getting through a huge hunch of bread-and- 
batter apiece, to dance with impatience about 
poor Ned Waters, the page, as he slaved all he 
could over his work, for fear of being left behind, 
till Master Ned took pity on him and rushed to 
the knife-board, whilst the other boys helped 
him with his shoes — little Louey, Eddy's younger 
brother, with the rest, whom, as he cried at the 
thought of losing so much pleasure, the two Neds 
had helped to wash and dress between them. 
And then off to the fields, the meadows, the wood, 
and the river, chattering all the while about the 
innumerable sweet, joyous nothings that made 
up their harmlessly happy lives ! 

And of a Sunday he was their monitor at the 
Sunday-school, and led them in their hymns, and 
showed them the pretty pictures out of sacred 
story himself had coloured, and secretly passed 
round what they liked still better, soi^^^^^^S ^^ 
suck or nibble at between whiles, h-"^^ oftexi 
was the poor lad scolded and maA \,o stand i*P 
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14 THE BOTS OF BABY. 

on a form and complained of to papa, thereby 
losing his Sunday glass of home-made wine at 
dessert through their misconduct; and yet he 
scorned to entertain so much as a thought of 
betraying them, but bore it all, hard as it was to 
bear, without a word. And one of them always 
came in the afternoon to take him away from fais 
dessert, and the rest might have been seen in all 
directions lurking about in his father's grounds, 
and hovering outside ready to pounce upon him 
directly he made his appearance. 

And glorious, too, was the fun on the village 
green — ^the Soldiers, the Horses, the Follow my 
Leader, the Leap-Prog, the Thread the Needle, 
the Bloody Tom, the King Caesar, the Baste 
the Bear, and the Cawkers, when they goi him 
amongst them ther^. Directly they saw him 
coming, some ran hopping, skipping, and jump- 
ing to meet him, and others leapt where they 
stood, for joy. And as the fascinated buttei^fly 
drew hearer and nearer, a score or so of hot, 
eager, impatient hands caught lovingly tight 
hold of their favourite toy and dragged it into 
the very midst of them, and began playing with 
it. He knew such a multitude of games; he 
was indeed the very life of all their fun. And he 
taught them all the slang and all the tricks he 
picked up at '^ Fergus^s,^^ and shared with them 
all the marbles and tops and dollars he won from 
the other boys there. And in return they showed 
him the holes of all the fish and the nests of all 
the birds. 

In all their giddy, childish scrapes, he was 
ever the very incarnation of boyish sympathy. 
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KASTEB NED AND HIS VILLAOB MATES. 15 

and could not bear to see any of them in trouble ; 
and when he did^ seemed quite unable to contain 
himself, in his self -forgetting instinct, to relieve 
them from it. The grateful boys treasured up in 
their " heart of hearts " to their dying day, and 
told their little ones on their laps, when they 
were grown up, stories enough of his endearing 
tender-heartechiess to fill twenty such books as 
this. They were ever the favourite nursery litera- 
ture of Raby. Did any little village lad lose 
anything he dearly valued, a toy, a pet animal, 
his string of birds' eggs, his school pence for 
the week, or what not, he went straightway and 
told Master Ned of it, and they searched high 
and low for it together till they found it. IMd 
the cattle stray out of the keeping of the cow- 
boy, our hero ran after them and drove them 
back. Did the lanfb of the shepherd-boy slip 
into a pool, however bleak the wind and cold the 
water, he slipped off his clothes and plunged in 
and recovered it. Did some shivering child, the 
first time he was sent out bird-watching, cry at 
at being left all alone so many weary hours of a 
chill, mizzling, gloomy November day, no brother 
could be more tenderly compassionate. He sat 
down beside him, and, gently drawing him on to 
his lap, wiped away his tears ; and, covering his 
little hand with his own, and stroking his little 
cheek, nestled his little head upon his bosom and 
comforted him, as it were, an angel sent down 
from heaven to do so. Did the ice S^^^ ^^Y> 
after creaking long, under any of j^is reckless 
village mates, who but Master Ned a^x^^®^^^ ^^ 
afker them ? Did any of them ^^ %\e i^^'^ ^ 
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16 THE BOYS OF RABY. 

hole out bathing in summer, who but Master Ned 
ran through the water at the top of his speed and 
endangered his own life for theirs ? Were any of 
them in peril of the scourge, they ran to him for 
shelter, and he entreated for them and sheltered 
their bodies with his own, and there was no get- 
ting at them to beat them, for he clung to them, 
and wouldn't be parted from them; and when 
he got the lashes that were meant for their good- 
for-nothing little backs, he only cried piteously 
and clung the tighter. But, did one of them get 
a beating when he was out of the way, or fall 
and hurt himself, or get cut or gashed with 
knives, atones, hatchets, traps, or the like, he 
would start eagerly forward, the love that set his 
tender heart grieving at the sight of another's 
pain making his eyes heavenly, pick up the little 
suflRerer, have him on his knee begging him not 
to cry, chafe the bruises, rub out the stings, wash 
away the dirt, bind up the wounds. There was 
no boy like him for extracting a thorn from a 
little playmate's hand, a hook from his finger, 
a stone from his shoe, a midge from his eye, a 
tooth from his gums, for bringing him warm 
broth, and all manner of nice things from the 
Hall with his own hands when he was ill, and 
weeping over him when he saw him so pale and 
wasted, and sitting with him and reading him to 
sleep with the very choicest books in his little 
library, and when he died, for strewing flowers 
over his little boyish grave. 

Such was the princely training of the future 
squire of Raby. 
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CHAPTER IL 

BILL GWYNNE. 

^'Oh^ papa!'' cried Master Ned^ dasHing into 
the parlour one bright September afternoon^ and 
flying straight to his father's knee for sympathy, 
" Oh, papa, poor Bill Gwynne ! " And he burst 
into tears. 

''What is it, Ned?'* asked papa, striving to 
console the weeping lad, as he lay sobbing on his 
lap and resting his face upon his bosom, '' what 
have they done to him V 

" Why, they Ve sent him to that dreadful place, 
the Reformatory at Ardross, for fioe years ! only 
think, papa, for five long dreadful years away 
from us all. Such a nice fellow, too, as he was, 
one of the village boys that I loved the best, him 
and the Ardleys, and the Bensteads, and Jim 
Ross, and two or three more." 

"But what had he done?'' asked cunning 
papa, knowing all the time well enough* ^^ ^® 
liad right good reason to, having cert5i,it)ly Ta.eard 
often enough. 

" Oh, papa !" answered the boy ^ /je,cViu\\y> 
''how forgetful you are, when iVr^^^ \i5. "3^"^ ^\ 
many times. Only for taking ho^v^ \P Ji^^^^ 
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18 THB BOYS OP RABY. 

he found in the wood^ that had been lamed 
with a chance shot by some one or other out 
shooting. Whatever shall I do? dear papa^ do 
help me ! I can^t let him stay there all alone in 
that dreadful place. Whatever shall I do ?^' 

After a little puzzling over the knotty point, 
with his fair young brow awfully puckered up 
with thought, at last our hero sent him by one 
of his little village mates the following note (one 
of those play-notes of his Bill knew so well), on 
green-edged paper, in a blue-edged envelope^ 
with the Middleton arms on it, all gaudy with 
gilt and scarlet : — 

'* Dear BiH, — ^I am so sorry for you, you can't 
think how sorry I am. I was never so sorry 
before in my life for any one. But can't you 
manage, somehow, to shp out of the beastly trap 
you've fallen into and run away ? If you only 
can, they shall tear me in pieces, I vow they 
shall, before I let you go there again. 

'' From your loving and pitying playfellow, 

"Edwin W. Middleton. 

''AH the boys are as sorry for you as I am^ 
and send their loves. God bless you ! 

''Eaby Hall, Sept. — , 18—.'' 

Boys wiQ be boys, even at a reformatory, and 
the youthful messenger had no difficulty in fi^ding^ 
a pleasant-looking young lad, who, partly out of 
good nature, partly for the pleasure of '' selling " 
the authorities, and partly for the sake of a stick 
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of barley-sngar, agreed to deliver the note to 
'^Number 24/' I should inform my young 
readers that the boys at a reformatory are Imown^ 
not by their names^ for they have no names^ but 
by their numbers. So Bill Gwynne was Bill 
Gwynne no longer, but ''Number 24/' The 
worst of it was. Number 24 could not read. 
Thoughtless Master Ned had forgotten that. At 
last a boy was found who, in return for the handful 
of sweets Ned had consigned to him through 
little Jack Ardley (for such was the name of kis 
youthful Mercury), helped him to puzzle it out, 
and planned with him what to do, namely, to pick 
the No. 24, Ardross Baformatory, out of his 
smock, and then fly, as &kst as ever he could pat 
his feet to the ground, away from the dreary 
darkness of his misery to the ^'burning and 
shining light '' of that happy place where he had 
^t ''Master Eddie.'' But, unfortunately, he 
was caught in the act, poor boy, and confined in 
the " solitary cell," where he lay all by himself in 
the dark, thinking of deal- old Baby and " Master 
Eddie," and weeping bitterly. And his name 
was put down in the punishment-book for a flog- 
ging next morning — " No. 24. Bunning away — 
Qie rod — fifteen strokes " — ^which, of course, as 
my young readers may guess, even if they do not 
know it by their own personal experience, was a 
mighty pleasant thing for him to look forward to. 

But at daybreak Master Ned stole in all smiling 
sympathy, having left his own warm bed ever so 
early to do so, bribed the boys he saw about with 
" numnums," alias " goodies," slm^^ along the 
passage, found the key carelessly W . ^b. ^^® ^^^^ 
c 2 ^^ 
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20 THE BOYS OP EABT. 

(no one ever dreaming of anything so unparal- 
leled in the annals of a reformatory as a rescue)^ 
unlocked it noiselessly, opened it, and glided in, 
and found poor No. 24 asleep, dreaming of a 
beautiful angel, just the very picture of "Master 
Eddy,^^ with a face bright and glorious as the 
sun at mid-day in July, only a litfle overclouded 
with pity for him. ''A legion of foul fiends'' 
had "environed'* him, and were "howling 
hideous cries in his ears," and brandishing 
blood-dropping scourges of red-hot steel, pre- 
paratory to the infliction of his " fifteen strokes," 
no doubt, when the angel rescued him from them. 
Passing his arm brother-like round his neck, and 
propping up his chin with one hand whilst he 
turned down the bed-clothes with the other, Ned 
called out " Bill ! " and shook him gently ; and 
then, when he stirred and opened his eyes, 
clapped his hand eagerly upon his mouth (as he 
might have done upon a bird's nest he had just 
found) to stifle his cry of joy, and whispered to 
him to dress as quickly as ever he could. 

" There, we'll change clothes, Bill," quoth he, 
" as the heroes do in the story books, and as fast 
as you put on my clothes I'll put on yours." 

And with that he began to pull off his trousers 
and to put on Bill's, which were lying with the 
rest of his clothes in a little heap beside his bed. 

" You see. Bill," continued our hero, '^ even if 
we're caught in the very act of running away, 
you can get off in my clothes without any one 
suspecting it is you, and leave me behind in your 
place. They can't keep me here long," added he, 
laughing ; " can they ? " 
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"The master don't know me a bit yet,^' 
observed Bill, '' except by my number, so he'llt 
easy take you for me when you've got my 
number on, especially as we're much of a sizer 
and shape, and our hair and eyes of a colour, 
only yours are a little darker/' 

'' Oh, what a lark to be sure," cried '' Jimmy 
Jumps " with another of his reckless laughs, 
" how I will bother them ; and then, just at the 
very last moment, when they've got everything 
ready, and are just going to give me your fifteen 
strokes, I'll sing out, ' I ain't No. 24. I'm Edwin 
Walter Middleton, Esq., Raby Hall,' and by that 
time you'll be far enough away ; and even if they 
did make me pay for my lark by flogging me, 
I'd stand that, and a deal more than that, too, to 
save a play-fellow like you from such dreadful 
misery." 

But neither Master Ned's fortitude nor the 
muddle-headed master's much depreciated powers 
of discrimination were subjected to this test. In 
another minute or two the boys were both 
dressed. Bill as '' Master Ned of the Hall," and 
Ned as ''No. 24," and outside those detested 
walls, and scouring away on pony Dick like mad. 

When they got home, Ned presented himself 
at the back door as a runaway beggar boy. 
" Knock ! knock ! knock ! " No reply. '' Knock ! 
knock ! knock ! knock ! knock ! " Then out came 
^'cookey" in a wax, with many very sharp 
words, indeed, at the tip of her tongue. But 
she knew the dear, pretty young creature at a 
glance, of course, (who in all Raby didn't ^'i 
though he had made his face as bl^c^^ ^^^ ixiixa 
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as ever lie could. So^ as slie saw easily enongli 
wliat he would be at^ slie hamoured him accord- 
ingly^ just as every one else did that came near 
him. 

'^Whatever d'ye mean^ boy/' quoth she, 
'^ knocking like that ? D'ye suppose I ve nothing 
else to do besides attendmg to dirty brats like 
you ? " 

" Oh, please mum/' cried Ned, in the most 
doleful voice he could assume, " I'm one o' them 
'ere three boys what was sent to 'f ormatory for 
cruelly torturing of a lamb. The lamb was as 
dead all the while as Queen Anne, or a door-nail, 
or the deadest thing out. But the addle-headed 
old beak never thought o' that. He hadn't the 
gumption to. And the orficers o' the S'ciety for 
the Prewention o' Cruelty to Hanimals said it 
was shockin', and we was three young Neros ; so 
we got sent to 'f ormatory ; and I've run away, 
please mum, 'cos they give us naught to eat and 
drink 'cept taters and skilligalee, and mouldy 
bread, and sky-blue milk-and-water, that beate 
the sky into fits, for it makes us all blue only to 
look at it ; it's so awful skyey. And oh, mum, 
I ham so 'ungry, I've 'ad nuffin' to eat, please, 
'cept snails and nettles and sich like for three 
whole days." 

^' Poor boy," quoth grinning cook, and went 
and cut him a large slice of bread-and-butter. 
'' You didn't see such a thing as this at 'f or- 
matory,' boy, I suppose," added she, grinning a 
broader grin than before at her own wit, as with 
no sparing hand she spooned out and spread a lot 
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of honey on it by way of a treat for the smiling 
darling of the honsehold. And Ned ate it 
ravenously, for he really was very hungry ; and 
finding it '^ awful nice/' and perhaps half sus- 
pecting by it, and a something in the comer of 
cockeyes eye, that he was being played with, he 
threw himself into her arms and disclosed him- 
self, at which she professed to be dreadfully 
startled, and so nearly ready to drop, that only a 
very small feather was wanting to finish her off. 
''Lawks! Master Eddie,*' quoth she, "you do 
startle a body so ; I'm that ready to drop, you 
might knock me down with a feather, I do 
declare. But what a figure you've been and made 
of that jwretty face of your'n. Do go and wash 
it, there's a good boy, before your mamma sees 
you, or you'll frighten her to death." 

Meanwhile, Bill Gwynne had been plentifully 
fed at h<»ne, and a knot of the village boys had 
gathered round him, and he had to tell them all 
his troubles ; and then he went up to the " Hall " 
with Ned's clothes made up into a bundle. But 
just at this time two mischievous demons, the 
demon of Gluttony and the demon of Ingratitude, 
were scurrying away as hard*as ever they could 
pelt, pursued by the spirit of Retribution, armed 
with a cat-o'-nine-tails, each thong of which was 
a hissing viper that hadn't one atom of relenting 
pity in its whole composition. Bill Gwynne, 
never thinking of the horrid creatures that were 
just then so near him, stopped, when ^^ E9^ ^ 
the Hall, just before some most loyely peaches 
hanging, right against the sun, Uvvq^ the wa\l- 
Upon one of these, especially, ho ^ <^ fixed biva 
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longing eyes tliat had never seen so mucli as a 
buUace, or a gurder, ever since the luckless day 
he took the lamed fowl home. Just then the 
demon of Gluttony came skulking up^ with a 
hideously hot and frightened face, looking about 
him this way and that for a hiding-place^ and 
entered into Billys bosom^ and his mouth watered, 
and his appetite for the fruit became irre- 
pressible. 

Then the demon of Ingratitude came up, too, 
looking even hotter, and more like a mean, 
slinking coward than the other ; and the demon 
of Gluttony pulled him up after him into poor 
Billys heart; and there they nestled and whispered 
mischief together, till he put out his hand and 
plucked the fruit and ate it. He had hardly got 
the last morsel of the skin of the peach he had 
sinned so terribly for down his throat, when 
Eetribution started up with a hissing laugh (Uke 
a serpent in the midst of gaily painted flowers) 
in the shape of a mocking, viper-eyed urchin, 
a young tramp that had mixed himself up with 
the knot of other boys, and overheard his adven- 
tures. 

^' So that's the way they reforms your morak 
up at Ardross, is it. No. 24 V* jeered a coarse, 
hatefiil voice close beside him. '^ Then I doesn't 
want to go and have mine reformed there, bad as 
I dessay they is.'' 

Poor Bill started as if he had been stung by a^ 
serpent, and found the arch-enemy of mankind 
whispering in his ear in the form of this un- 
washed frowsy boy. 

^'What'll the Squire say now," the horrid 
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boy went on, '^ when lie hears of you prigging of 
his peaches ? He^ll be sending you back to ^f or- 
matory precious quick, I reckon. And what 
about them fifteen whacks with the birch-rod T 
You'll have 'em pretty sharp now when you gets 
back ; won't you, eh ? " 

Poor Bill shrank back in agony, as if in the 
fascinating presence of the fabled basilisk, and 
said never a word. 

'* Now," continued " the horrid boy," " here I 
goes straight into the Squire, and lets on about 
you, unless you gives me some o' them there 
peaches." 

'^ Oh, I can't, I can't," cried poor Bill, as he 
wriggled uneasily to and fro, knowing perfectly 
well all the time that he must ; '^ it's such dread- 
ful wickedness. Master Ned has only just '* 

''Stow that gammon," coolly replied the- 
Tempter, now without a bit of the civil old 
gentleman, we are accustomed to read of, left 
about him, and no longer dressed in decent: 
black, 

" With a hole behind for his tail to come through," 

but in ragged blouse, greasy fustian, and dusty 
shoes, through which the not cloven hoof, but— 
quite as bad — the grimy, naked feet were plainly 
visible. 

Sadly come down in life certainly, but as bad a 
fellow as ever ; rather worse, indeed, if anything^ 

'' My pal and I've got a basket outside," quoth 
he. '' Now you just 'elp me to fill it with them 
there peaches, mind, or else, as suj^e as eggs ^^ 
eggs, you're in for it." 



dbyGooglie. 



26 THE BOTS OF BAB7. 

WitH that lie yanished into the high-road. 

Just then Master Ned ran lightly by; but 
seeing Bill's face of abject misery^ he suddenly 
fitopped short, and cried out, 

'' Why, Bill, whatever's the matter ? '' 

'' Nothing, Master Ned ; indeed, there's 
nothing,^' exclaimed poor Bill in much the same 
liollow, desolate voice, as a poor fly might say it, 
just as the spider was crossing the lines to gobble 
him up. 

I was once passing up a steep hill, by the 
aide of which was a wood separated from it by a 
hedge. And inside that wood was a miserable 
rabbit. I knew not then, nor do I know now 
•exactly, what ailed it, but somehow or other it 
was in such a state of utter helplessness, that 
when I and my companion threw stones at it to 
kill it, it could just turn feebly about to avoid 
them, but it couldn't get away I Exactly such 
was the condition of this poor twig-limed bird, 
this poor guilt-entangled boy. 

''Indeed, Master Ned, there's nothing the 
matter," whined he ; and showed so plainly that 
he wanted to get rid of our hero that he had no 
ohoice but to leave him — poor foolish boy, wanting 
to get rid of the friend that would luive saved 
him, the friend that he loved best in the whole 
world ! Such a thing is fear. 

We shall read by and by of a careless boy 
setting a ship on fire, and then, in his terror, 
throwing oil upon the flame, knowing it was oil 
all the time, but madly possessed with the idea 
that he must throw something. Just such a 
boy was Bill. So Master Ned, with a troubled 
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and suspicions look npon liis sunny young face, 
passed on amidst tlie shadows of the leaves, but 
presently looked back compassionately at the spot 
whore he had left his playfellow, and saw a 
boy whose like he had never seen before with a 
broad open basket in his hand. And he had got 
poor BilPs cast-ofE reformatory suit to cover his 
plunder with, and poor Bill was cowering and 
trembling before him with a face all scarlet wiiih 
unutterable shame, remorse, and agony. 

Beader, hare you ever seen a charming pic- 
ture, by Bartolozzi, of two pretty, naked little 
boys, playing upon the grass together ; and all 
at once a snake has sprung up out of the grass 
and darted up on to the bosom of the one, and 
is just going to sting him, and he is convulsed 
with terror ; but the other, with his eyes full of 
love and pity, has already lifted up one hand to 
pounce upon the snake and fling it away hissing 
and wriggling ? 

Exactly such was the picture of Ned Middle- 
ton and BiU Gwynne. And now, heartily wishing 
himself anywhere else,' even back again at 
Ardross, wriggling and screaming under his 
^^ fifteen strokes,^' and as very a picture of 
shrinking reluctance ^ as the old woman of 
Berkley in the baUad, when the devil will make 
her come out of the grave and take a seat 
behind him on that terrible black horse of his, 

*' Whose breath was red, like furnace smoke. 
And his eyes like meteors glared." 

poor Bill was slowly moving towar^g tlie tree 
and putting out his hand to plucU t^® iruit, 
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and '' the horrid boy '' was standing by, jeering" 
at his cowardice and exalting in his power over 
him, the attention of both too fully occupied 
to notice anything else, when Ned ran eagerly 
forward and tore the cunning spider^s web to 
tatters. 

*^ You thief ! '* cried he, snatching the basket 
and the clothes out of the young tramp^s hand. 
" You wicked, cruel thief ; what are you doing 
here ? ^' And the boy fled, leaving his basket 
behind him ; and the trembling culprit was 
delivered. 

Of course, he confessed all the moment after, 
and suffered himself to be led in to papa with 
the evidence of his guilt, the peach-stone that 
he had picked up and meekly shown to '^ Master 
Eddie,^' still in his hand. 

*' Papa always likes me to confess to him 
when I commit a fault,'' explained Ned, as he 
led him in, holding him by his right hand, 
whilst his left held the peach-stone. 

So Eddie told his story for him, and opened 
his hand, and showed the peach-stone. This 
was all the punishment he underwent; and then 
papa smiled forgivingly and bade him be a 
good boy. 

And compassionate, soft-hearted Master Ned 
ran and opened the cupboard, and cut him 
a piece of rich seed-cake, and poured him 
out a glass of home-made wine, the cowslips 
for which, himself and his playmates. Bill 
Gwynne amongst them, had gathered. 

'^But I say. Bill, papa's been so good. 
There never was such a good papa as mine ; 
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only lie's always so quiet about it that none of 
the Raby boys but me know how good he is. 

He's been into Arlingham this morning and 
spoken to the justices about you." 

^^ Oh, has he. Master Eddie f' said Bill; his 
warm^ little heart beating gaily with a sense of 
relief from an appalling danger, as he stood by 
his Prince's* side, munching lus cake and sipping 
his -wine ; " and what did they say f '' 

'^ Oh, pa told them what an awful hard case 
yours was, to be sent away from us all when you 
never dreamt you were doing wrong, and offered 
to stand bail for you, that you would be a good 
boy for the time to come.^' 

Here Eddie smiled and looked very arch, as 
he filhped that unlucky peach-stone at poor Bill, 

and added, '^ and not steal any more peaches. 

So the justices looked as wise as they could. 

Not quite as wise as Solomon, though. About 

as wise as slow Jack* looks when Uncle Scourgeus 

is just going to birch him. They'U never spoil 

our bathing, no fear, by setting the Eld on fire. 

They'd win the prize at a Fool Show any day. 

That's why you aren't a J.P., isn't it, pa, dear ? 

The Queen didn't think you fool enough, did 

she?" 

Papa grinned wrathfully. His exclusion from 

the bench was a particularly sore subject with 

him. 

" HowevjBr," continued young Heedless, '^ they 

did their little best to look greater asses than 

ever, and hummed and hawed, and sai^l they'd 

think about it. And at last, afte^* ft ^^ ^^ 
* Master Ned's schoolmaster's el( 
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grumbKng, the clerk sat down and wrote a letter 
to the Reformatory fellows, telling them to send 
No. 24 about his business. Pa 'd have written 
to the TimeSy and the great folks in London, if 
they hadn't given in, and that they knew very- 
well, and shook in their shoes only to think of it. 
But if pa hadn't taken all this trouble, the police- 
man would have been down here after you by now 
perhaps, or to-morrow at the furthest anyhow, 
and you would have had to go back with him and 
take your fifteen strokes after all. And precious 
well they wotdd have been laid on too, after what 
we've been at to-day." 

And, indeed, our hero was so far right that a 
policeman did call that evening with ''the 
horrid boy" and his ^^mate" (both securely 
handcuffed), to make inquiries abouta No. 24, 
who had (as these two ill-conditioned young 
scamps- had out of pure love of mischief informed 
him) made his escape from Ardross Reformatory 
that morning, and stolen a quantity of peaches. 

But to return. After Ned had been telling 
him ''how very good his papa had been," poor 
Bill Gwynne, contrasting, in that busy little 
brain of his, the sweet cake and wine he hiad just 
finished, and the Squire's bright pleasant parlour, 
and the manifold delights of Raby, with a merci- 
less flogging and the dark punishment-cell, and 
all the miseries of Ardross, cast a passionate look 
of devoted gratitude at dear '' Jumping Jimmy.'* 

You might search the whole imiverse through 
and not find a boy in it with so earnest a deter- 
mination, as Bill Grwynne glowed with at that 
moment, to be '' a real good boy " from that time 
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forth. As lie told our hero afterwards, '^ it would 
have been so dreadfal for the squire to have done 
all tiiat for the likes of he, and then for him to 
have helped the young tramp to strip the peach- 
trees bare/' He said nothing, but wrote that 
good resolution all the more deeply in his soft 
little heart of pure virgin wax, as he thought of 
the terrible temptation he had been delivered 
trojn ; and that he was now safe and happy in the 
midst of the kindly creatures he loved so dearly, 
instead of being marched off in charge of a 
policeman, as an incorrigible little thief that had 
only been let loose from the Reformatory to 
commit a robbery so exceedingly base as thia 
the very same day. For, of course, the artful 
yoxmg scamp would have vanished long ago and 
left lum to bear the whole blame. And it would 
have been no good his saying that he had only 
taken just one peach. '' There were the trees,''' 
the policeman would have said directly, ^^ what 
had he done with the peaches " f And when he 
protested and entreated, would have collared him 
roughly enough, and said, " There, you young 
vagabond, you Number 24, or whatever your 
number is up yonder, come along with me ; you've 
told lies enough, so just you shut up now and 
don't tell us no more here. And let this be a 
warning to you, young Master Middleton, how 
you play such silly games, giving no end of 
trouble to everyone, and losing your papa all his 
fine wall-fruit." 

And no doubt Ned would have ^QoV^^'^^^y 
foolish. And oh ! how worse thaix -^ V^^^o^^ 
/le have looked ! When he thoug^^M)^ ^^"toiaVe 
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tried in vain to speak. No words would come 
that in the least expressed Ids feelings ; he could 
only cling to his prince's side^ and fall upon his 
neck and tell him how much he loved him. And 
when he went away^ Master Eddie ran out after 
hiTTi and plucked him another peachy mucli finer 
than the one he stole. 

But should any of my juvenile readers ever 
bend their wandering steps outside a prison, they 
may read upon the grim inscription outside its 
wails that, by his conduct on this occasion, our 
hero had brought himself within the iron grip of 
the law, and rendered himself liable to, I forget 
exactly how many, years of the juvenile convict's 
cropped hair and skeleton suit of grey fustian 
within its cells. And this was not forgotten 
iagainst the unlucky boy in the time to come. 
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CHAPTER III. 

GUNPOWDER TBBA80N AND PLOT. 

About this time, unliappily enongli, as it proved 
for our hero and his youthful playmates, the 
Rev. Isaac Fergus, M.A., Master of the Grammar 
School, Dunedin, and Curate of Raby, had gone 
away to the sea-side, by the doctor's orders, 
through ill-health brought on by overwork. His 
school and his parish together had been too much 
for him ; and a Rev. Jonas Meddle, M. A., had 
come to take his place as curate, and to act as his 
locum tenens at the Grammar School during his 
absence. 

Neither at the Parsonage, where Ned and the 
rest of Mr. Fergus's boys (mostly boarders} got 
their '* little Latin and less Greek '' daily whacked 
into them, nor at the National School over the 
way, where all the boys, young gentlemen, and 
villjige lads alike, drilled, sang, read, cyphered, 
wrote their copies, and did their English lessons — 
Knnock's '^Goldsmith's History of England," 
Comwell's Geography, the Shilling Maps, the 
use of the Globes, Mangnall's Questions, the 
Catechism, and Watts's '^ Scripture ^-^atiOTy, " 
together, — ^nor yet at Sunday scI^^n a -v^aa tbe 
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change at all relished. In fifty ways that I can- 
not enter into now, their new master made Idni- 
self simply insufferable to all the boys. They 
fairly raged beneatk their chains. He was so 
dry, cold, and austere, so unjust, so unreasonably 
strict, so sour, cross, and suspicious ; and, in a 
word, so thoroughly unkind to them. Most of 
the boys were, therefore, sorry enough to hear 
that even after his return to the school Mr. 
Fergus would not get his curacy back. Old 
Meddle had cheated him out of that altogether. 
For, though strict perhaps, ^' Daddy ^' was by no 
means unkind on the whole, even as a master ; and 
he was very kind as a clergyman, so that Sunday 
was a happy day enough for the Dunedinians if 
they only behaved themselves. So they all 
generally returned to their work on Monday in a 
state of perfect good-humour with their master, 
with all the offences of the last week clean for- 
given and forgotten on both sides; and the 
idlest and most thoughtless of them willing 
enough to promise ^^ to turn over a new leaf '' 
this week. But Sunday was the most miserable 
day in the whole week under '^ Old Meddle.^' 

For so they called him ; but I shall follow the 
example of the village, like my youthful hero, 
and call him ^' Parson,^^ not so much becausQ he 
actually was Parson of Raby for a time — ^f or Mr. 
Fergus was Parson of Raby, too, for a very much 
longer time^ and the Baby boys never called him 
Parson, never, at least, disrespectfully, as they 
did '^ Old Meddle " — ^but I call himParson, chiefly 
because the religion he represents in this work, to 
the secret aversion of Eddy and his playmates. 
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was not the true religion^ bat the soulless phantom 
of it^ most deadly in its falsity^ a religion without 
love; and, therefore, since ^*^ God is Love/' a 
contradiction in terms, a religion without Grod. 

But when Master Ked came to school open- 
mouthed one morning, saying that ^' Old 
Meddle,^' not satisfied with cheating poor 
''Daddy " out of his curacy, was goimg to set up 
an opposition school next half, and had been 
calling on his father and trying to get him awav 
from Fergus's, the public in<£gnation burst all 
bounds. 

^' The sneaking old cad ! '' quoth one, ^' that's 
what he means, then, by finding fault with the 
way Mr. Fergfus teaches us Greek." 

" And snarling at the shortness of his sermons," 
quoth another; ''but, for my part, I'd rather 
have a sermon of twenty minutes that I can 
understand every word, as I can Daddy's, than 
one of an hour and twenty minutes, like Old 
Meddle's, that I can't make head or tail of one 
bit." 

" And being so precious sweet upon all us day 
fellows, Ned Middleton especially ; I thought it 
awful runmiy," chimed in a third. " But, I say, 
Ned, just you mind your eye and look out for 
toppers, if your governor's been cheeking Old 
Meddle, as you say he has." 

"No, not exactly cheeking," e^^aJjiei o^^ 
hero, '* but he did say something, a^i^ ^^oughhe 
tried all he could to smooth it over <J« ^\X? ^^^y 
Meddle looked awful black at m^ ^^^^-^letloim 
out of the house." * ^ 

" Oh, of course, your father wa v. vo ^^^ 
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words for your sake,'* observed a fourth, ^^ but 
you're in for it now, my dear fellow, take my 
word for it/' 

Poor Eddy thought so too. He had noticed 
papa, the moment after he had let slip those few 
unlucky words, looking ruefully at him as if he 
could have bitten his tongue out to recall them ; 
and he quite understood, shrewd boy as he was, 
that he was — and that papa remembered, too 
late, that he was — ^a helpless hostage in " Old 
Meddlers'' hands, that would sooner or later have 
to smart sorely in the flesh for them the very 
first time that ever he could catch him nicely 
'' on the hip/' 

And now all sorts of evil rumours against the 
common foe were in every mouth, and any boy 
that submitted with anything like patient endur- 
ance to the hateful sway of ^' Old Meddle," was 
nicknamed '^a rotten medlar"; and Master 
Ned, the staunchest Fergusite of the whole lot, 
vowed and protested that, rather than be made 
*' a rotten medlar " of, he would beg his papa, 
when he came back (for he was from home just 
then), to remove him and send him to the board- 
ing school his cousin Atty Lyndale was at. Yes! 
he didn't care ; he would ; anything rather than 
be a sneak, though it would break his heart, he 
knew, to leave dear old Eaby so ! 

It was in this hopeful state of affairs that, as the 
glorious and ever to be remembered Fifth of 
November drew near, the crabbed parson pub- 
lished an edict that there should be no bonfire 
that year, and confiscated all the fireworks the 
boys had subscribed for and bought amongst 
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them. It was on this occasion^ if I remember 
rightly, that our hero gave utterance, in the 
height of his wrath, to the fiery sentiments I 
have just set down. 

'^ And so old Jonah won^t let us have our bon- 
fire,'^ exclaimed he, indignantly, '^ nor yet our 
fireworks, that Mr. Fergus has always let us have 
ever since Fve been at school. But we toill 
have them ; won^t we, my boys, I'll take pretty 
good care we do, you see if I don't.'' 

So, key after key was looked up, till at last 
one was found to unlock the desk in which the 
confiscated fireworks had been deposited. The 
other boys then, under the direction of our hero, 
carried back their lost property, smiling proudly 
and crying exultingly, and put it back safe in his 
''strongbox" as bold as brass. 

'' You'll let us outsiders have them to do what 
we like with, as you can't use them yourselves, 
won^t you, there's good fellows ?" quoth Ned to 
the lads of the Parsonage, who, though quite as 
mutinous as the village lads, were, of course, 
utterly helpless and unable to resist the parson's 
late tyrannical decree. " Of course," continued 
he, '' we'll put up a signal, that you may know 
when we begin, so that any of you poor dear 
' rotten medlars ' that can may run out and take 
a squint at us." 

'^ Oh ! but isn't our Master Ned a clever one to 
plan,'^ quoth one of the delighted village lads, 
'' trust him for managing. I don't believe there's 
such another jolly boy in the whole ^orld." 

'' Thanks, Ned," responded the "paTsonage, 
^ you're as welcome as next Mot^A ^ svx. weeks 
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(the date of the Christinas holidays) ; of course 
we will. We just should be dogs in the manger 
else. Even if we can^t see the show ourselves 
it'll be something to balk parson, anyhow.^' 

^' But please mind and don't forget the signal,'^ 
anxiously pleaded half-a-dozen little piping voices, 
loudest amongst which quavered those of the two 
Fergus boys, whose tears over the new master's 
'' extreme unkindness " had been bitter indeed. 
" Please remember your promise, there's a dear 
fellow, and give us a chance." 

'' Oh, I'U be sure and remember," laughed 
out poor over-good-natured Master Jimmy 
Too-tough. '^ I^d run any risk rather than dis- 
appoint you all. They're your flare-ups, you 
know, as well as mine ; so it wouldn't be honest 
of me not to." So all went to their tasks for the 
time, well pleased at the prospect before them ; 
and I fear that Meddle's joy, alias Jack-in-the- 
green -box, alias Tickler (for by all these pleasant 
soubriquets was the grim implement of correction 
playfully known amongst the Raby boys), was 
brought out that afternoon, not quite as un- 
deservedly as I could have wished; there was so 
much sniggling and whispering. However, the 
stouter spirits amongst them didn't care for the 
^Hamping" they got a bit; the thought of 
approaching vengeance for past wrongs innumer- 
able buoyed up their spirits so. 

Next day, which was a Friday, the signal was 
duly given, when the studious lads of the Par- 
sonage were supposed to be wholly immersed in 
their evening preparation, and quite oblivious 
of all that was passing in the poor silly viUage- 



d by Google 



0I7NP0WDJS tBIASOK AND PLOT. 39 

world around ihem. The shrill cooey of Master 
ISed and the motley crew of village urchins was 
heard^ and the red flag of ^^ Liberty or Death *' 
was seen to wave outside. All this was lament- 
ably imprudent^ of course; but dear^ good- 
heai*ted Ned was true as steel to the poor caged 
birds in the Bectory prison^ and honourably de- 
termined not to break his plighted word. And 
besides that^ he was hurried irresistibly on by 
his own high spirits and the vehement ap- 
plause of his village playmates. And after all^ 
reasoned he sagely enough (for he was a true 
boyish medley of shrewdness and heedlessness)^ 
after all^ even if old Meddle ddd see him^ 
Messrs. Ned & Go. had a right to be there^ and 
he couldn't well punish them for it; he would be 
in a tremendous wax, of course, but our young 
scapegrace was. abeady so very deep in his bad 
books that that didn't matter much. 

''Pride cometh before destruction, and a 
haughty spirit before a fall.'' So, in the saucy 
spirit of bravado that, in the case of a boy of 
our hero's stamp, unfailingly goes before a good, 
sound licking, our young Catiline and his band 
of fellow-conspirators hoisted the red flag of 
revolt. 

The youthful recluses shut up in the musty 
study at the Rectory now began to feel the 
exhausting eflects of excessive metitftl ^^y ®^^ 
stole out by ones and twos and t^^ees to cool 
their heated brains iq' the pleasaax^ ^eT>^^S ^.* 

The sight outside was certainly ^o'^ exbiia- 
rating one. Between you and n^^ ^ ^^^^ xe^^^ > 
stricSybetweenyouandme,ple^^4 ^ Ae^^^^ ^^ 
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I wouldn^t be unpopular for the world, I'm afraid 
it was rather dangerous, and thiat, perliaps, the 
Parson was right enough, if he hadn't been quite 
so needlessly harsh about it. But never mind 
that now . There Master Ned and his village flock 
were, as merry as merry could be, popping and 
fizzing away. Squibs were flying, crackers were 
banging, serpents were hissing, rockets were 
bursting, wheels were revolving, stars were rising 
and setting, and Roman candles were throwing 
off their dread artfllery. All was incessant 
explosion and flame of every colour — crimson, 
blue, green, white, and purple ; and in the midst 
of it was a bonfire, and in the midst of the flames 
of that bonfire, expiating his anti-Jimmyish 
heresies was a somewhat diminutive Guy Pawkes, 
alas, that I should have to say so, of no less a 
person than the Reverend Jonas Meddle, M.A. 

Now, here I must do poor, thoughtless Ned the 
justice to say, that in as bad a humour as he was 
with the Parson (who had called the hot, angry 
blood up to his very brow that morning by quite 
gratuitously taxing him with a lie — ^him that had 
never told a lie in his life), and as near despising 
him as a right-minded boy ought, under any cir- 
cumstances, to despise one so much older than 
himself ; still, after all, the boy had been far too 
sedulously trained at home "to order himself 
lowly and reverently to all his governors, teachers, 
spiritual pastors, and masters,'' acording to the 
Catechism, deliberately to' affront even him thus 
grossly. Terrible, then, as was the use that was 
afterwards made of the Guy, it was much more 
the other village lads' doing than his own ; and 
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after staring at tlie bold proposers for a moment^ 
quite agliast for all Ids recklessness^ round-eyed 
and open-mouthed^ lie joined in the saucy prank 
at last in a spirit of the purest good-humour^ only 
for a bit of a lark, without a thought of anything 
like real malicious insolence. But, be that as it 
may, and let older readers censure our hero as 
they will, there " the Eeyerend gentleman '' was, 
all bedecked with placards ; and rare was the fun 
the boys had round him. 

Unluckily, as the mirth was at its-height, some 
perverse demon of mischief prompted one of the 
boys (which of them will appear by and by), as 
they were all running about hither and thither, to 
approach quite close to the Parsonage, which was 
situated only a very little distance o£E the road, 
and discharge his missile. Bang I bang ! went 
the firewoi-k ; crash ! crash ! went the windows. 
The effect was just as if you wer^e to disturb a 
company of fairies by hallooing after them, or a 
wasp's nest by pelting it with brickbats. 

The gay scene of fairy revelry came at once to 
an end, and the wasps rushed out, the "parson '' 
woke up from his ^^ discourse,^' the servants 
ran out yelling " Fire ! Murder ! Fire ! " and 
the fairies vanished, that is to say, the boys 
did. 

Very like Shakespeare's "whining schoolboy'' 
you may be sure did poor Ned go, '^ creeping 
like snail, unwillingly to school " next morning, 
anticipating as he did but too surely the dismal 
fate that there awaited him. For, ^q very first 
thing that morning, as she wa^ l^T^g ^^ 
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cliildren^s breakfast^ DoUj^ the nursemaid^ had 
taxed him with it. 

'^Lop', Master Eddie/' ejaculated she^ ''so 
youVe been blowing up parson yonder, have 
you ? Oh, ' when the cat's away the mice will 
play/ That comes of your pa's being away. 
Things never do go right when he ain't at home 
to keep you and Master Looloo in order." 

And it was no good Ned's putting on a look 
of virtuous indignation. She only smiled, and 
said she knew all about it, as indeed she did, 
having had supper up at the parsonage the 
night before. 

And that was, no doubt, the meaning of the 
voice he had heard calling out after him as he 
was scudding off last night. He had been recog- 
nised by the light of the bonfire, as he feared at 
the time. How, indeed, could unlucky Master 
Ned ever hope to get off when there was any 
licking to be had ? 

So it was with a very heavy heart, as I have 
already said, that he turned his steps that morning 
to the parish school, where, on Greek mornings, of 
which this was one, as he didn't learn Greek (Liiin 
was quite enough for him), he got an extra hour 
with the village lads whilst the rest of Mr. 
Fergus's lads were fagging at rvTrroi up at the 
parsonage. 

Directly he made his appearance his little 
village mates all pressed eagerly round him, 
crying out, " Oh, poor dear Master Eddie ! what 
do you think ? Parson's agoing to hirch you. 
We seed him buying a new birch-rod at Mother 
Bunch's, two or three on us did, not ten minutes 
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ago, and marcli off with it his own self. We 
on'j wish he^d have let one of ns carry it. We^d 
soon ha' took some o'the sting on it out for you. 
But he wouldn't ; he knowed better.'' 

Who indeed would have trusted any boy in 
the whole village with it, when he once knew it 
was for Jimmy? 

'^ Pooh ! how do you know it was for me ? "" 
asked our poor hero with assumed disdain. 

*^ He said so his own self, darling," answered 
they in a tone of the most horrified compassion 
you ever heard. ^' And he did look so black, a 
saying as he'd make you know yourseK afore 
he'd done with you ; he'd make you smart for 
your saucy pranks, he would, and us too, all on 
us that were with you ; he'd find us out by and 
by. Oh, your poor dear back, we iust does pity 
it ! And you'll pity oum too, won t you ? Oh, 
dear, dear Master Eddie, please don't tell on us." 

Whilst ihsy were thus cunningly coaxing their 
poor soft-hearted prince to shield their bodies 
from the rod with his own, by haK-crying^ 
entreaties, mingled with the most endearing 
condolences, and he was struggling with very 
indifferent success to be "game" and take it 
'^pluckily," though even already it was all he 
could do to restrain his tears. Parson Meddle 
stalked slowly in. 

The dead silence that instantly ensued had 
only lasted a few awful moments when in stern 
and appalling accents, angrily rapping his fist 
upon his desk, he called out thus to the boys : — 

'^ Who has been breaking open my ^^sk and 
stealing the fireworks I placed in it ? ^' 
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No reply. 

" Whose precious handiwork is this ? '^ pur- 
sued he still more angrily, pointing to the Guy 
Fawkes already mentioned, of which the low^er 
part of the body had been consumed to ashes, 
but the insulting placards and the hideous face 
with the features all vilely distorted (a school- 
boy^s caricature of the parson) still remained, to 
our heroes utter confusion. 

"Who has been making this shameful guy 
of me, and scrawling this atrocious ribaldry '^ 
(here he read some of the more spicy placards 
out aloud with withering emphasis), *' and burn- 
ing me in effigy ? '' (and each time the " me " 
became more terrible.) 

^^ Are any of you boys aware that the penalty 
for this offence by the law of the land is, for an 
adult, two years^ imprisonment with hard labour, 
^nd for any of you Raby boys that may prove to 
have been implicated in this most nefarious trans- 
action a punishment proportionately severe?'^ 

(Please, juvenile reader, to excuse hard words, 
they are the parson's, not mine.) 

No reply. Only the boys (remembering the 
fate that had so nearly befallen poor Bill Grwynne) 
shuffled uneasily upon their seats, and cast im- 
ploring looks at our hero. 

** Who broke my windows ? '' 

No reply. 

" What, no boy is gentleman enough to con- 
fess of his own free will it appears ? '' 

(This of course could only be spoken at our 
hero, the only gentleman^s son there.) 

Still no reply. Though despairing of escape, 
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and kno^mig that the rod was ab'eady bought 
for him^ indeed^ he saw the ends of it in the 
parcel that the parson had just brought in with 
him. Master Ned still stood firm upon that grand 
principle of British law that no man is bound to 
give evidence against himself. So he said uever 
a word. 

^' Very well,^' resumed the parson ; " answer 
me this then, somebody. Whose is this hand- 
kercliief ? The owner will hardly deny his own 
name, I suppose ? '^ 

And with that he produced the charred re- 
mains of a pocket-handkerchief that had been 
found on the scene of the bonfire. The flames 
had made several great holes in it, but the name 
" E. W. Middleton ^' was still there in the comer. 
'^ Master Middleton, come this way.^^ 
With downcast eyes and scarlet cheeks (oh 
how changed from the wild harum-scarum 
'^Jumping Jimmy,'' of last night) ^^ Master'' 
Middleton crept up from his seat in the midst of 
his horror-stricken playfellows, and stood meekly 
before the parson to be rated for ^' the folly that 
had brought down upon him the disgraceful 
correction that was now about to be publicly 
administered to him. No boy in the village," 
so the parson was good enough to inform him, 
^^ wanted it half so much. He had wanted it 
long, and let him cry ever so he should have it 
now/' 

Whilst thus preparing the poor cowering 
delinquent before him for what was coini^g> the 
parson leisurely untied his parcel at^i produced 
the much-dreaded implement of the << -puToiiic ^^^" 
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rection '' referred to, so long and heavy, and so 
horribly rough and stinging (having never before 
been used on anyone, but bought, as we have 
seen, that very morning for the express purpose 
of flogging poor ^^Master Jimmy^^), that, as tha1> 
ill-starred young gentleman eyed it askance, with 
all the rueful interest of a schoolboy now for the 
first time in his life about to have it applied to 
him, his breath came short and his flesh crept all 
over him, he dreaded it so. Nevertheless, he 
remained obstinately mute when called upon 
to give up the names of his fellow-culprits. 
And when pressed for a reply he murmured out 
at last, ^' Please, sir, I know Pve been a bad 
boy, and I Ve come here to suffer for it ; but oh, 
indeed, it was I that did all the bad tlungs. I 
broke open your desk and took the flreworks 
out, and I dressed up the guy (with the help of 
liis little sisters, that is) and wrote those insulting 
things. So if I must suffer the more for it I 
must, I suppose, but I can^t betray them; I 
love them too dearly. And my papa, I know, 
wouldn^t like me to be a coward.^' 

'^Very well, boy," grimly replied Meddle; 
^^ perhaps I shall be able to make you change 
your note, presently." 

And now poor Ned^s time was come. One 
agonised look in the stem parson^s inexorable 
face, one stifled cry upon his bosom : ^^ Oh, sir, 
don't disgrace me ! pray don't ! Oh, sir ! " one 
involuntary struggle for a moment before impli- 
citly surrendering his poor body into those 
cruel hands, and he was roughly hauled up on 
to the table and held out upon the bent back of a 
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kneeling playmate^ and stripped for punishment. 
And thas^ panting and skirering^ and hot and 
crimson all over with confusion (as he lay in 
speechless ignominy all ready, and only waiting 
to be begun upon when the parson had done 
preaching to him), but with his hands clenched 
tight, and his teeth ground hard with indig- 
nant pride that scorned to cry out with the 
pain, still less to beg for mercy under such a 
vile "correction^' (aJbeit, reduced after a cut 
or two to stoop to both, ay, and most abjectly, 
too, and, what was the hardest part of all, just 
like a dog, without being heeded one bit), he 
nnderwent the sharp discipline of the Reverend 
Jonah's rod, applied to him as he lay beneath it, 
wriggling liie a worm just impaled upon the 
angler's hook, not only over and over again (some 
fifteen or sixteen times in all), but with the most 
imsparing rigour, as hard as ever it could be made 
to strike, and as sharply as ever it could be made 
to cut him. He had felt the disgrace of the 
thing as livelily as boy could feel it, till the first 
cut fell, but after that he could think of nothing 
but the pain. The cruel parson hurt him so. 
He was, in fact, birched about as soundly as a 
boy weU could be birched. After the first three 
or four cuts had most effectually taken away the 
poor urchin's curiosity to know what IT was like, 
and changed his dare-devil impudence into the 
meekest supplications for mercy you ever heard, 
be had only to give up the names of his fellow- 
culprits and he woidd have been spared any 
further castigation. But thougjj^ oj^^ every 
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other stroke or so the same question was still put 
to him, ^^Will you answer my question now, 
sir ? Who were the other boys ? ^' he still per- 
sisted in sobbing out to the very last, horribly 
as he dreaded the angry application of the rod 
that instantly chastised every such response : 

'^ Please, sir ! please sip ! '^ 

^^ Now then, boy, one word : yes or no ? '* 

^' Oh, please sir, I can't ; I love them. Oh, 
do have mercy, please sir! papa ! please sirf 

Here the rod would ever cut him unceremo- 
niously short, and he broke suddenly down and 
ended in the very dismallest oh ! oh ! oh ! — ^ings 
you ever heard. 

Poor Master Ned ! At the unutterably moving 
proofs of the devoted love of their prince, that 
was bearing it all without a word rather than 
betray them, the guilty, conscience-stricken lads 
around him, that had never before known him do 
anything but laugh, and romp, and chatter 
with the most endearing gaiety, touched to the 
very soul by the altered demeanour of their 
darling when they heard his piteous cries, and 
saw his agonising writhings to and fro, could no 
longer contain their distress ; their sympathy for 
him became altogether irrepressible, it was too 
much for their tender young hearts to hold, and 
flowed fairly over. So loud as were his cries, 
and bitter as were his tears, their cries were 
every bit as loud, and their tears as bitter. 

Jim Ardley especially, the boy upon whose 
back he was horsed for punishment, fairly shook 
with sobs (for, of all the boys, he loved him best, 
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and always got next beside him whenever the 
other boys would let him). At last, gently 
twisting his hapless, helpless bnrden round, and 
shielding him from the rod with both hands, 
'^Oh, Jimmy,'' wailed he, as he pressed his 
cheeks, quite damp with tears, to his in the 
tenderest manner in the world. " Oh, Jimmy, 
do confess; I'm quite ready to change places 
with you, and take my fair share of the birch. 
It ain't a bit fair, you know, you having it all to 
yourself, and us cowardly, blackguard boys 
sneaking off. So, Jimmy dear, do confess ; do, 
and let us have our share. I can't bear your 
being whipped so." 

^* Please, sip," added he, turning to the parson, 
who, with rod still uplifted, wanted to know ''what 
it aQ meant." '' Please, sir, I was only begging 
Master Eddy to be good." Then he added, in an 
aside to Eddy, '' Now, then, Jimmy dear, do 
speak up, as parson bids you, and never mind 
me. I'm quite willing to suffer." 

But "Jimmy dear" only struggled, angel- 
like, in his arms, in answer to all his loving en- 
treaties, and sobbed out, '' Oh, Jim, don't," and 
got on to his back again (all fond anxiety lest he 
should get his own dear, too softly compassionate 
self into trouble) as soon as ever he could, and 
clung there with his arms round his neck more 
tightly than ever, as much as to say, ''No boy 
cflwi like the birch less than I do ; but all the 
same, I'm not going to shirk it by betraying you; 
so here I stick till parson's done with tae." But 
he said not a word. The cruel pajrgQ^ gave bina 
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80 mach to do with Ids eyerlasting smtchiiig of 
him^ he couldn^t; and^ besides that, he could 
hardly speak at all just then for sobs. 

Directly he was permitted, at last, to writhe 
himself, with, oh, such a red face, oS Jim^s back 
on to the floor, away from the pitiless T^rhish, 
whish, whishing of the Beverend Jonah's rod, 
the boys all flocked eagerly round him^ and 
half smothered him amongst them with their 
fond endearments. 

^^ Oh, I do tingle, I do tingle so," sobbed the 
simple boy piteously. " Only feel. Bunnies*, 
how dreadfully I tingle. (****) Pve been nicely 
whipped, haven't I ? Ain't I just hot ? The 
cruel old beast I he must have given me thirty 
or forfcy cuts at least with that horrid birch rod 
of his : I thought he'd never have done whip- 
ping me with it. I really did think he never 
would have done with me as long as ever he'd 
got one scrap of it left to whip me with. For 
the more he whipped me, the more I wouldn't tell 
and get you whipped so too; and the more I 
wouldn't tell, the more he whipped me. But, 
isn't it cruel of him whipping me like this ? Oh, 
do pity me, there's dear, good Bunnies, and say 
it is. It is so sweet to be pitied by those one 
loves." 

" Oh, Jimmy," sobbed they back reproachfully, 
^^ as if we hadn't been a pitying of you with all 
our eyes all along ; you that pity everybody, how 
can any one help pitying you, even that brute 

* That is, Baniiy Babbits, a playfdl oame the Baby boys 
punnisglj gave themselTes. 
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old Meddle ? I can^t think how even he can. 
What a heart he must have !'' 

^^ Won't my pa just be angry/' quoth Ned, 
^* when he comes to know how IVe been used. 
Nobody but him has a right to flog me. Of 
course he may do whatever he likes with me ; the 
dear old guv, of course^ I can take anything from 
him. Even Mr. Fergus never thinks of such a 
tilings except for Harry and Dick ; there's not a 
boy at our school^ except them^ that's had the 
birch^ you know^ since Bill Saunders got it before 
be was expelled for filching things out of the 
boys' boxes y and here comes parson meddling 
in a school that's not his own^ and I hope to 
goodness never will be, and wanting to flog 
everybody, as if dear old Baby School was a re- 
formatory, like Ardross, and the brave, honest 
fellows in it sneaking thieves, like Bill Saunders. 
Won't my papa just pitch into him, flogging me 
like this, only because I wouldn't be a coward ! 
And, as if that wasn't bad enough, chortling and 
chuckling over me all the while too. I shouldn't 
hate him for it half as much i£ he hadn't done 
that. Mr. Fergus thrashes us boys soundly 
enough sometimes, but he never crows." 

"Poor Eedfacel" cried they. "Poor dear 
Sedface I you're as burning hot as ever you can be, 
and you're so scarified, poor thing, you can hardly 
bear us boys to touch you, (no wonder you 
screamed and wriggled so) ; and yet you bore it 
all for our sakes — for the love you bear us. 
Oh ! whatever can you see in us co^3,xr^y> Wack- 
guard boys to make you love us so mtxci^y xmleas 

E 2 
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it is tliat creatures like you, that God Almighty 
made expressly to be loved, must always be 
loving Bome'at, and as everybody can't help 
loving them bo they can't help loving every- 
body/' 

" Oh, don't say that," sobbed he rebukingly. 
''God Almighty made you to be loved just as 
much as ever he made me. I should be a wretched 
good-for-nothing boy, indeed, if I could help 
loving you all, when you all love me so ; but I 
can't, and I wouldn't, if I could, for worlds (it 
makes me so happy) ; and all the birch-rods at 
Mother Bunch's shall never whip the love out of 
me and make me betray you." 

'' Oh ! I ami so glad I wouldn't let him have 
any of you to ' correct,' as he calls it, as he's been 
' correcting ' me, hang him I " 

And with that he turned round to Jim, and 
begged his pardon for wrenching at his wrists 
and Kicking, and giving him so much trouble. 

'' I'm awful sorry and ashamed of myself, Jim, 
I'm sure," pleaded he with rueful humility, '' for 
howling and blubbering so, just like a great lub- 
berly girl. I did clench my teeth and hold my 
breath, and try all I could to keep the howls 
down, but that cruel old brute kept on cutting 
into me so I couldn't help it — ^he did hurt me so 
they would come in spite of me" ('' in spite of 
his teeth," indeed, poor fellow ! as the saying is). 
" However, I didn't tell, after all," continued he 
(one of his own arch smiles of gleeful triumph 
struggling with his tears), '' but took all your 
floggings on my own back : that wasn't like a 
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girl was it ? I was a true boy there, wasn't I ? 
though I did howl/' 

And then he set to work rummaging at the 
bottom of his jacket-pocket, and pulled out a 
handful of nuts, figs, raisins, cake, gingerbread, 
lolHpops, &c., i^t he had reclaimed from confis- 
cation along with the fireworks, to regale his 
fellow-conspirators with at their sport last night. 
These he now offered Jim to eat, for ^^ having 
been '' so sweet and compassionate to him whilst 
he was being flogged, just like a dear good brother 
as he was, and put them affectionately into his 
mouth for him. And Jim had just finished his 
smiling prince's last ^' goody " when the parson 
came in to give his morning lesson in Scripture 
and Catechism. 

Our hero tried to put on a look of sublime 
indifference, as if a flogging were too much an 
affair of every-day occurrence to trouble him 
much, but it wouldn't do. He shuffled with 
restless uneasiness upon the hard form, and the 
tears came fast firom his poor eyes, now that his 
playfellows no longer had him on their laps 
wiping them for him, and presently he murmured 
forth the simple schoolboy formula, '^ Please, sir, 
may I go out," and crept, sobbing, home. And 
then, as the door opened, and he disappeared, the 
other boys cast upon him one last look of the 
fondest, the most compassionate hero-worship; 
and then their eyes met the parson's, and, do 
what they would in their miserable, quaking fear 
of him to disguise it, they were brimful of 
loathing. Even to escape from ^^icb. another 
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flogging as Ned had just had^ they could bave 
put no other expression into them, they liated 
'^ that cruel old wretch '' so for what he had be^ 
doing to their prince. 

''Poor Master Ned,'* sighed they to one 
another as they flew out of school at noon, all 
impatience to get out of the sight of those cruel, 
pitiless hands, " poor Master Ned, that was so 
sweet and gentle, and that let you do whatever 
you would to him, would smile and forgive you 
directly afterwards if you only said you were 
sorry. He to be so mercilessly dealt with for his 
very first fault! He pitied every one: how 
could any one, even Parson Meddle himself, help 
pitying him /'' No words, certainly, could ex- 
press their pity for him. 

And, indeed, they never quite forgot what tbey 
had just seen and heard, but loved their poor 
prince the more tenderly all their lives long for 
the cruel stripes he had undergone for them that 
morning. 

The whole of the pathetic story, from the time 
the grim parson prohibited the fireworks till 
the time they all clustered, with an infinity of 
boyish commiseration, round him, was a delight- 
ful drama of the highest imaginable and most 
unfailing interest, more often enacted amongst 
them than '' Our Boys,'' or '' After Dark,'' or the 
^' School for Scandal," ever were upon the London 
boards. And whilst we blase Londoners can 
only sit still and see, night after night, the same 
dull, lifeless performance that is nothing to us 
or we to it, the lively village lads' drama was 
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the drama of their own lives^ in which they were 
at once audience, actors, and playwrights, ever 
vftrying both plot and incident, kaleidoscope- 
like^ as imagination and inclination prompted 
tliexn. And they had many sach dramas. And 
tlie fragments of the rod that had come off in 
w^hacking poor Eddie with it they picked up, and 
treasured up in their bosoms as most sacred 
relics of their prince's devotion to them, and 
fastened inside the knots of their birds'-egg 
strings. 
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DUNEDIN HOUSE, OB ^^ OLD SCOURGEUS's/^ 

Every Saint's-day Ned's fonr-and-twenty sctool- 
mates from Fergus's came long before breakfast, 
and stayed as long after dark as ever they durst 
for fear of the ^^ Reverend Isaac,'' running* and 
leaping all over the place '^like troutlets in a 
pool," along with him and the village lads, away 
from the dull restrictions of that highly respect- 
able dungeon, Raby Parsonage ; and every Satur- 
day some of them came to spend the rest of the 
day with him, and very often the Sunday too^ 
and these all loved our hero as their own soul. 
And when the master smiled upon him and called 
him Ned, and let him call him uncle, and be 
affectionate, they all smiled joyously; no boy 
was so absurdly mean and nasty as to dream, of 
being jealous of him, and there was glorious 
sunshine throughout the whole school ; and when 
all their efforts were vain, and he was called up 
from his form and made to stand out till the 
master was ^^ at leisure to attend to him," all 
the boys were very sorry for him ; but the young 
Ferguses, and the two Bethunes,, and Erry Sal- 
keld, his cousins, sorrier than aU the rest, put 
their arms round his waist, and held him back. 
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and clung to the poor dear hands that were 
about to suffer, as he slowly rose to go, and 
sighed forth a murmur of compassionate remon- 
strance as he passed up to the platform, and 
fidgeted uneasily and whispered to pne another 
as he stood meekly waiting, and turned their 
heads round and stole looks of indignant pity at 
him during his punishment. And when he came 
back sobbing, they all nestled close round him, 
disputing which of them should sit one on one 
side of him and one on the other and rub his. 
poor tingling hands between their own. 

Poor Ned ! he was a sort of perpetual motion 
realised; hecouldnH sit still and learn his lessons,, 
and even if he had wanted to ever so (as he did 
sometimes for a smarting while, after a more than 
ordinarily severe caning) the boys I am quite sure 
would never have let him ; they aU loved him too 
dearly, and wanted too much to play with him 
both in school and out of school; so they all 
thought ^^ Old Scourgeus '' '^ beastly '' hard upon 
him; and undutiful Harry Fergus would cry out 
indignantly, ^' Everybody but father loves you,. 
Ned ; how can he alone Hke to hurt you that 
never in your life hurt anybody ? '' 

But Ned himself was too shrewd a boy not to 
know in his heart (at least when the first tingling- 
was over), that his master was, after all, only 
doing his duiy by him, though possibly just a 
little overioiag it. So, if he did complain to 
papa when he got home and show his marks, it 
was only to be pitied and caressed, and not out 
of malice; and when Harry sighed out sadly 
enough, " Oh, Ned, I hope you doxx't love me^ 
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less for father V the generous boy couldn't bear 
it, and answered somewhat tartly, ''What a cad 
jou must be, Harry, to think of such a thing ! 
Of course I don't ; it isn't your fault, is it ?'' 
Then, seeing Harry a little abashed, he put his 
Arm soothingly round his neck and added, '' I 
didn't mean to be sharp, Harry, but hoiwr could 
JOU think that of me ?" 

But Erry, a fiery, generous boy, a year or so 
older than our hero, didn't take his canings quite 
so meekly when he first came to Baby. 

Bis mother, before he came, had extorted a 
sort of pledge from the master "to be gentle 
with her boy " ; '' at least," added the poor 
worried schoolmaster, '' unless he is, what I am 
sure I shall not find him. Oh I yes, Mrs. Salkeld, 
pray set your mind at ease, I think I may almost 
pledge myself to what you wish. I don't doubt 
we shall do well enough without recourse to what 
JOU object to so strongly." 

He might have doubted, though, with young 
Hopeful there before him, looking him full in 
the face as bold as brass. 

Imperfect and conditional as it was, this pledge 
had been kept for a good long time; for one entfie 
half-year, indeed, for some reason or other, '' old 
Scourgeus " had entirely abstained from the use 
of " Tickler." But it was violated at last, and 
violated pretty flagrantly too, and the wild, turbu- 
lent boy, had complained at home to mamma 
very bitterly. According to his account the B^v. 
Isaac had been a barbarian indeed. So the pledge 
was renewed a little more stringently, to humour 
iihe poor sick lady (for she was now in very in- 
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different health, and, indeed, not very far off her 
-end). 

^* Htunour her, for mercy's sake ! " wrote her 
husband. So the good schoolmaster wrote a 
soothing, evasive sort of letter back, and, nnfor- 
tunately, the spoilt urchin waa allowed to snatch 
a sight of it. His mother's death had taken him 
from school lately, and he had come back low- 
spirited enough to be an object of forbearance, 
even to Parson Meddle himself. He had, indeed, 
only just begun fairly to rally, and be the Erry 
of old, that could throw a whole nursery into 
disorder at seven, and a whole school at fourteen, 
compared with whom his cousin Ned, feather- 
headed rantipole as he was, was as mild as the 
•milk and water at the parsonage. He couldn't 
well be milder than that. 

But now the master came back from his seaside- 
trip, displeased, perhaps, all the circumstances 
duly weighed, a little more than was quite just, 
with the boys, and sternly determined to make 
them feel the full weight of scholastic discipline. 
He now looked upon all that he had said to 
Erry's mother as nothing more than a justifiable 
humouring of the weak fancies of adying wdman, 
and Erry's father, he knew, was of a very difiEerent 
mind. 

For, quoth he once to the Rev. Isaac, '^ Poor 
Nelly ! she doesn't think so, but to my mind 
* a schoolboy, a spaniel, and a walnut tree ; the 
more you whop 'em the better they'll be.' " 

So as Erry had been, next to our hero, the 
worst of all the boys in the late Guy Tawkes 
conspiracy (it was he, indeed, that y^ broken. 
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the drawing-room windows), lie now looked 
askance at him with an eye full of future stripes. 

" He shan^t touch me, I know/' quoth Erry, 
breathing defiance from his snorting nostrils; "1l& 
promised mamma he wouldn't, and he shan't. 
No! no! old Scourgeus, don't think it; you. 
don't know young Erry Salkeld yet." 

He then set to work to get up a league amongst 
the boys, beginning with Ned, that if the 
master tried to cane any of them the rest should 
all rise up and protect him. Two or three of the 
boys were partly siUy and partly mischievous 
enough, in the hope of seeing some fun, to join, 
in Erry's great "Eaby School Mutual Protec- 
tion Association." Oh, how like the boys are 
to the grown-ups, after aU. How fond they, too, 
are to be sure of fine sounding words. So first, 
two or three, and then nearly all the boys wrote 
out the initials, R.S.M.P.A. on scraps of paper, 
and Erry, the president, countersigned them, 
" E. Salkeld, P.R.S.M.P.A.," and pinned them 
on to them underneath their jackets. 

But Ned wouldn't join them. SiUy and empty- 
headed boy as he was, he had been completely 
subdued for the time by his late punishment, 
the marks of which had indeed not been gone 
very long even yet. And besides, there had 
been, as we have seen, a good spice of fidehty to 
his old master in his late escapade. But now he 
found he had only cut short the sea-side trip he 
needed so sorely. And instead of being smiled 
upon as he joined in the cheering of the other 
boys on ^^ Daddy's" return home, and being 
patted on the head by him, that h-horrid bore 
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JnUns Cassar, notwithstanding, as a sort of 
nephew (Mr. Fergus's mother being, in fact, 
grandpapa's half-sister), he was roughly stopped 
in the middle of a jovially loud ''Hip, hip, 
hurrah, my boys !" 

''Stop that, Middleton," cried "Daddy,'' ss 
he gave him one of his blackest looks, ''no 
cheering, if you please, from you, sir ; " and then 
taken into the study and there sharply scolded 
till the tears stood in his eyes. So when he was 
at last made to understand the dire disgrace he 
was in he certainly felt it very keenly ; and when 
he saw how pale and ill " Uncle Fergus " still 
looked, was very, very remorseful, and not a 
bit inclined to join the R.S.M.P.A. Wat 
Bethune, too, almost the only boy of any sense 
in the whole school, pooh-poohed the whole 
thing. '' They're only laughing in their sleeves 
at you, Erry," quoth ne, " and having a bit of 
a spree at your expense, as the monkey in the 
fable had at the cat's." 

Meanwhile, the master had overheard a some- 
thing of the matter (for Erry was not the boy 
to manage such things quietly) and called Harry 
to him, and made him, very reluctantly, you 
may be sure, tell him everything. 

''And you're a R.S.M.P.A. too, I suppose, 
eh ? " quoth his father, smiling grimly. 

" No, father," replied the boy, " they excused 
me and Dick, but all the rest are, only Ned 
Middleton and the Bethunes wouldn't join." 

"Indeed," cried " Old Scourgeous," arching 
his eyebrows in some surprise. " Ned Middle- 
ton, of all the birds in the air, ' wouldn't join ! ' 
How was that, pray ? " 
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'^ Oh, father," replied the boy simply, glad iso 
put in a word for poor Ned, " he was so sorry i>o- 
think that his misbehaviour should have takexi 
you away from Scargate before you were quite- 
recovered, and he does so feel the disgrace he^'s- 
in/' 

That afternoon Mr. Fergus closely watched 
Erry's movements, and haJf an hour had not 
elapsed before he caught that young gentlemarr 
"talking." 

'' Salkeld talking,'' cried he. " Fetch me the^ 
cane, Harry " ; but Brry, strong in the master's- 
written promise to his mother, as he thought it, 
wouldn't budge one inch from his place. " Ton 
promised mamma you wouldn't beat me," quoth 
Erry, " and I won't be beaten. I won't ! I 
won't ! I won't ! " 

Big words from a weak stomach ! Without 
another word, the master strode rapidly towards 
his rebellious pupil. 

" Help ! help ! quick ! quick ! help ! all you 
fellows there," shouted Erry to his fellow-con- 
spirators. " Will you let a fellow be beaten like 
this, cowards ? " 

But the boys all cowered with drooping heads, 
and not one of them stirred to the rescue. 

And now the master was lugging Erry out 
from his desk, and Erry was clinging to it, hands, 
legs, and body, with all his might and main. 
jiJready, the master had partly dragged him ovei 
it, and was lifting up his cane; and Erry, who 
had snatched up a book to hurl at him, would 
in another moment have suffered severely for his 
temerity, when his true friends, Ned and the 
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Bethune^ and Fergas boys, came round liim and 
snatched the book out of his hand, and begged 
him not to be a fool ; and, at last, amongst them,, 
got him up to the master^s desk, and coaxed him 
to hold out his hand for "just one stroke/' 

'^ I never promised your poor mother not to beat 
you,'' quoth Mr. Fergus. '^ I only promised to 
try and do without it if I could, but your conduct 
to-day is proof positive that I cannot, so, though 
I let you off now for that promise' sake, another 
time I shall most certainly expel you. Now, go 
to your seat." 

The master then publicly commended Ned 
for having "for once in his life set a good 
example " : an invidious distinction that poor, 
blushing Ned, glad as he was to get out of 
disgrace, was, as my readers may well suppose^ 
very far indeed from coveting. 

If Erry had had a single grain of sense in his 
head he ought to have known that the other 
boys had only joined, as Wat Bethune had told 
him, because they didn't care enough for him to 
mind what trouble he got himself into, and had 
never seriously intended to do anything beyond 
talking and laughing and wearing the B.M.P.A. 
badge and seeing the fun out. • But instead of 
that he was perfectly savage with Ned, though 
to him, more than anyone else, he owed his 
getting off so easily, especially when he had 
been publicly commended for what Erry con- 
sidered "his confounded sneaking." 

"Look here, sneak!" quoth he to Ned, 
holding out his hand and showing him the 
wheal the cane had left on it; "take that,'* 
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and with that he clenched it with sndden passion 
and planted it full between his cousin's eyes 
with most uncousinly violence. Poor Ned started 
back and put both hands before his face to pro- 
tect it, and then Erry with a scowl of angry con- 
tempt, forgetting how very strong he was, whilst 
nature had made Ned rather for merry romping 
than hard fighting, sent him spinning sideways 
with cruel violence against the wall of the play- 
ground; and he fell down, hitting his face 
against the iron railings as he fell, bleeding and 
motionless. 

It was all the work of a moment, and then, 
with the brand of Cain upon his face, the guiliy 
boy fled from the scene of horror, and springing 
over the wall into the open road, began running 
as if for very life. 

He had not run far when he met a lot of the 
boys, swarming about a cart, that some drunken 
fellow had left to go into the village inn, and 
seemed in no hurry to come back to. 

'^Old Scourgeus has been telling lies, and 
I'm not going to stay here to be beaten by him,'' 
quoth he ; ''so I'm off to sea. If he wants Ins 
^ lines ' he can send there for them. But, I say, 
which of you fellows would like to go to Chats- 
mouth with me ? That's where I'm for." 

A dozen boys shouted out in reply, in one 
voice, that they should. 

Whatever came of the sport, they knew that 
he would have to pay '' the piper," not they. So 
they all clambered up into the cart till it was 
full to overflowing, and those that were too many 
were hustled and tussled out again into the road 
by the others. 
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Then off they went to the station. Bat when 
they got there they had all left their parses at 
home^ they said; and perpetrated some wretched, 
littler schoolboy joke or other, I forget what, on 
the subject, and grinned. 

Poor, simple-minded Erry could no longer help 
seeing that they were only making game of him ; 
and, to crown his confusion, on opening his 
pm^e he found very little in it, not near enough, 
they told him at the booking-office, to carry him 
half-way. He had spent it all on these chaffing 
young monkeys — " These Cheshire cats ; hang 
them!^^ 

^^ The young gentleman wants to go to sea, 
do he?^' quoth a good-humoured porter, attracted 
by the open, confiding face of the blushing, 
handsome boy. '^I wouldn^t recommend him; / 
wouldn't. Fve a boy there myself, and he'd 
give his two eyes to be away. He do tell me 
such tales about it. One little chap aboard his 
ship shammed dumb for days to get away, and 
they couldn't make the young beggar speak 
nohow. They even put him under chlorryf um,* 
but they couldn't get a word out of him, even 
then, either when he went off or when he'i»came 
to again, he were that obstinate and that bent on 
sloping ; and it were only when the treacherous 
beggar of a doctor came a cuddling up to him, 
and a patting of him on the head, and a pitying 
of him, and a politely inquiring of ^his poor boy : ' 
had he any pain here or had he any pain there ? 
and all that gammon, and then all on a sudden 
catching a juicy bit of the tender in'ards of his 

* Chloroform. 
P 
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' lines ' * in between his finger and thumbs lie 
gave it a thundering pinch ; then the poor Uttle 
chap did screech out at last, a taken quite by 
surprise, like, and beg for mercy. They sewed 
him out two dozen for it, though/' 

'' Two dozen with the cat-o'-nine-tails,'' asked 
Erry; ''what for?'' 

'' No ; two dozen with the birch-rod for sham- 
ming. Why, bless your innocent young face/^ 
continued the good-hearted, fatherly old fellow, 
'' they gives 'em a dozen or two with the birch, 
or with the stick, as the case may be, where my 
boy is, for much less than that — ^f or the mere fun 
of the thing almost, as one may say/' 

Erry's conscience gave him a terrible thump 
when the talkative porter thus blessed his 
^'innocent face." He wouldn't have called it 
that, thought the poor, now contrite, boy, ''if 
he only knew what brought me here." 

The talkative porter noticed the blush that his 
last compliment had called up, but he never 
dreamt that Erry was a criminal flying from 
justice. He only thought him a truant school- 
boy; and in his heart blessed his "innocent 
face " all the more for blushing at so little. 

" Excuse my being so free," he resumed, " but 
it does my old heart good to see the school lads 
here. I loves to stand and watch their merry 
ways, and pretty smiling faces, I does." Then, 
wiping his mouth, and remembering himseU, he 
continued thus : 

"Then, there was two other resolute little 
chaps that chopped each other's fingers off to get 

* Loins. 
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sent away; leastways, one put his finger out on 
the block, and had it chopped off ; but when he 
took up the. chopper, and the other put out his 
finger, he was in such pain that he hadn^t the 
strength to chop/' 

'' And did lie get two dozen ? " asked Erry, 
much interested. 

'^No/' replied the talkative porter; ''but the 
other did. As for him, I suppose they thought 
the loss of his finger enough. And the great 
folks in London sent down to say that all ill. 
conditioned boys what maimed their own selves 
should be kept aboard all the same, so he might 
as well have kept his finger after all. So you 
see, young gentleman, how bitterly all the lads in 
the ship where my boy is hate the sea, so take 
my advice, and stay where you are. You young 
gentlemen reads Cap'en Marryatt's tales, and 
says to yourselves, ' Lor', how jolly ! ' but when 
you once gets trapped aboard, you says, ' Lor% 
how different ; oh, what a young fool I've gone 
and been ! ' Ask my lad, and he'U teUyou so." 

'' Erry just will say, ' Lor', how different ! ' " 
grinned one of "the Cheshire cats," " when he 
gets his first two dozen. Why, porter, do you 
know he's running away to sea now because he 
couldn't stand one little ' palmy ' that the master 
gave him!" 

Guess, reader, how ashamed of himself poor 
Eddy was when "the Cheshire cat" told the 
talkative porter this. 

" ' Running away to sea ' only for that/* 
echoed the talkative porter scornfully. " He 
mustn't go aboard the ship my boy's in, then. 
F 2 
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That^s all I've got to say. Good evening, young 
gen^emen." And with that lie touched his cap 
and hurried off to his duties^ leaving Erry, who 
after all would much rather have been a soldier 
than a sailor at any time, little inclination enough 
to book to Ghatsmouth, as far as his purse would 
stretch, and tramp the rest of it. 

So he and the other lads got into the cart again 
and drove back again, home ; but as they neared 
Baby, judging by the concourse of people ap- 
proaching and the hallooing in front of them, 
that the cart was in request, and modestly wishing 
to avoid the public compUments of the carter 
upon the skill with which they had driven his 
cart for him, the young Jehus jumped hastily out, 
and, fastening the reins to a tree, " made tracks*' 
for the wood. 

Here, as they were doubling, like frightened 
hares, for the Rectory, they found a laburnum- 
tree cut down and lying across the path. 

"Hallo !'' cried one, "Pm blessed if this ain't 
what they make liquorice from. I know they 
make it out of the root of some tree or other.'' 

And he began to pluck off bits of the root and 
chew them. 

The rest did the same, and, as it appears from 
the sequel, that they ate enough to make them ill, 
I suppose liquorice of laburnum is nice, though, 
as I have never tasted the dainty myseU, I cannot 
positively say. 

But when Erry reached the parsonage, he 
found the boys all in a tumult of fury against 
him for his wickedness to poor Eddie. 
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They hemmed him in on every side with a 
horrible concert of yells and hisses. 

"Ton great ugly brute, you,^' cried one, getting 
the start of the rest, " wlmt have you been doing 
to poor Middleton V 

''You thief, you lying thief !^' cried Harry 
Fergus (Brry was neither a thief nor a Kar either, 
as it happened, but Harry, in the rage he was in, 
could thmk of nothing more bitter to say, and so 
he said it). "You thief, you abominable, lying 
thief, you ! whatever possessed us all this morn- 
ing to take your part, when father was just going 
to serve you joUy well right, and thrash you 
within an inch of your life V 

'' Poor Ned ! ^' cried another, '' and that's the 
way you show your gratitude to him for all his 
goodness, you wicked wretch you, is it V^ 

" 'Twas you broke parson's windows, and got 
poor Ned flogged through your stupidity," cried 
a fourth ; '' and then, after letting him bear yoiir 
punishment for you, you serve him like this, you 
cowardly blackguard !'' 

'' However, you'll catch it sweetly, presently, 
that's one comfort," resumed Harry. " Father 
just is angry, I never saw him in such a wax 
before in all my life ; not even when Bill Saunders 
went to our places and stole our money and 
things. I wouldn't be in your skin for some- 
thing. You won't illuse Ned again in a hurry. 
Father'll cure you of that / know." 

''You villain, you cruel, cruel villain, you !" 
shrieked pretty, loving, little Li* Bethune, worked 
up by the words and looks of abhorrent loathing 

* Lionel. 
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on the lips and in the faces of all the other hoya, 
into a child's frenzy of impotent passion. '^ I do 
hope he'll make the blood come. Oh, how I 
shall enjoy hearing you howl well !'' 

" You low, hardened brute, you V hissed Wat 
Bethune, last of all. ^^ Have you nothing to say. 
for yourself, before running the gauntlet of our 
knotted handkerchiefs V 

Then began a terrible scene of indescribable 
anguish for poor Erry. Every hand, every voice, 
was against him, and there was no sweet, pitiful, 
kind-hearted Ned to take his part. But what 
was even worse than the excited mob of boys> 
with all the horrible ingenuity of its malice in 
devising torments for him, like the wicked uncle 
in the ^^ Babes in the Wood,'' 

" His conscience felt a hell." 

All at once his eyes became glazed in his 
head; he staggered like a drunken man and 
fell heavily to the ground. 

'^ It's ms conscience," cried little Li, after a 
momentary interval of appalled surprise. 

^^ Nonsense, you little donkey," replied his 
brother, ^^ he's got no conscience." 

^^ He's shamming," suggested a third boy. 

^^ It's the visitation of God, that was in the 
Daily Telegraph only yesterday," solemnly con- 
jectured a fourth. 

^^ He's poisoned himself to escape his punish- 
ment," darkly hinted a fifth. 

Just then a servant came in to summon the 
culprit and his accusers before the master. But 
he was now too ill to be punished. The laburnum 
roots that he and his companions (now all tum- 



d by Google 



DUNEDIN HOUSB, OB *' OLD SCOUBGEUS's/' 71 

bling about in the same condition as himself) had 
chewed, taking them for liquorice, were rank 
poison ; and the doctor had to be sent for. He 
at once pronounced that the now half -insensible 
boy was suffering from the effects of some nar« 
cotic he had taken, and made him open his mouth 
and forced some physic down his throat to make 
him sick. Then he walked him up and down for 
a time, dashing plenty of cold water in his face 
till he was little more than healthily sleepy. He 
was then undressed and put to bed, the sheets 
having been first thoroughly well warmed before 
the fiire. 

Next morning, on waking up quite recovered, 
an hour or so later than usual, he found himself 
sent to the strictest Coventry. The boys would 
neither speak to nor even look at him, nor sit 
near him, nor hand him anything. And Mr. Fer- 
gus caned him most severely (and was indeed on 
the point of flogging him but for Ned^s earnest 
entreaties), and locked him up on bread and 
water for the rest of the day. 

Neither master nor boys would have been half 
so rough with him had he manifested the very 
faintest tokens of contrition after his late horri- 
ble wickedness, but what perfectly shocked 
everyone was to see him so awfully callous, and 
lost to all good feeling. Even when Ned, 
with a lively remembrance of the smart of the 
week before last, pleaded for him in the sweetest, 
tenderest voice in the world against the ignominy 
of the birch, and the boys all gazed admiringly 
upon his loving, beautiful face, and thought how 
hke an angePs it was, and what a brute Erry 
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had been to disfigure it so barbarously, tlxe 
wretched culprit still maintained the same dogged 
demeanour, and never once raised his suUen, 
lowering eyes from the ground. They couldn.'^t 
read his heart, and never dreamt how full to thue 
very brim of remorse it was, how passionately 
he longed to catch hold of Ned and fall down at 
his feet and implore forgiveness. But so it was z 
passionate, stubborn, and turbulent as poor Eny 
was, he was most heroically generous and princely, 
and couldn't endure the barest suspicion of shirk- 
ing the just reward of his crime, by making a 
base and cowardly submission. So, like the proud 
Spartan boy that let the fox under his cloak tear 
out his bowels rather than own his theft, the 
English boy, not less proud, let his hidden an- 
guish rend him in pieces rather than betray it by 
one gesture. 

Not one of the boys so passionately enjoyed 
going to the Hall as he did, or so cruelly felt 
the disappointment when he was not allowed to 
go, not even Harry Fergus, who fairly went on 
all fours before Ned to get invited. Yet he 
never would suck up to his cousin a bit to go 
there. Once, for instance, when Ned, very mudi 
^^ riled'' with him for some uncousinly act or 
other had flamed out, ^' You shan't go home 
with me to-morrow for that, you great cowardly 
bully, I say you shan't," he had humbly to beg 
Erry's pardon next day when he was cool again^ 
for this hasty ebullition of temper. 

Next day was Saturday, so the church clock 
in tolling the hour of twelve at noon set the boys 
at freedom until nine o'clock next Monday 
morning. 
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^'Oh, Eny/' cried Ned, starting up at the 
joyous sound, ^' ain't you coming ? '' 

But Erry was stUl in the dumps. 

*' Vm not going to be told by you when I may 
go to uncle's and when I mayn't, and if I'm not 
to go without your gracious permission, and if 
you're to punish me whenever I've displeased 
your lordship by not taking me with you, I won't 
go at all. So there now ! " 

See here, dearly beloved reader, what a paltry 
thing passion is. Erry was as thoroughly brave 
and generous and manly a boy as you will find 
on a summer's day, and yet under its dwarfing 
and distorting influence how mean, cowardly, and 
childish does he now appear I 

^^ Oh, Erry," then supplicated poor Ned, '^oh, 
Erry, do forgive me, and never mind what I said 
yesterday; I only said it because I was in such 
a wets ; I never meant it, you know I didn't, so 
do come. Pa'll make such a row else, and be so 
vexed ! " 

Thus Ned ever begged pardon, whilst Erry 
did the wrong and tyrannised most shamefully 
over his gentle cousin, but all the while loved 
him dearly in his heart, else the shrewd boy 
would scarce have borne it. But he knew very 
well that Erry loved no one like him. 

So now, when all the other boys present were 
casting fierce looks of abhoiTent disgust at the 
impenitent criminal, and got every bit as ugly 
looks back again, Ned got one such look of 
penitent love, humbly begging forgiveness, as 
was quite new even to him. The haughty, 
passionate eyes sought the ground the moment 
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after, but their work was done. And as he was 
sitting all alone, locked up in the Black Holei 
(as the punishment closet at the Parsonage was 
called), the boy he longed most of all to see, 
the boy he had used so shamefully, came to him 
with his dinner of bread and water, aU forgiving 
sympathy, and brought him besides half his own 
meat and pudding, which he had ^lipped> 
wrapped up in paper, schoolboy-Uke, into his 
trousers^ pocket. 

^^Here, Brry," quoth he, ^^ here's half my 
dinner, and here's all the money I've got. I'm 
going into the town; what shall I buy with 
it for you ? I'm so sorry Fergus and the boys 
served you so. I didn't want them to at aU, 
but it was no use my saying anything, it only 
made them more savage, and you'd better have 
been flogged right off than had what you did get, 
I thought he'd never have done licking you." 

Poor Brry had borne the lash without a word, 
and the yells, and hisses, and knotted handker- 
chiefs of the excited boys he had set con- 
temptuously at defiance, but now he made a clean 
breast of it and sobbed out : — 

" Oh, Ned, no one but you is ever kind to me 
now mamma is gone, and I love no one but you 
in the whole world." And then after a moment's 
struggle with his rebelUous pride he added, ^' Oh, 
Ned, have pity, do, and forgive a wretched boy 
that loves you, fori do love you, wicked creature 
as I am ; I love you dearly ; " and then Brry 
poured into his cousin's sympathising ears the 
story of his unutterable siafferings at the hands 
of the other boys the evening before, which he 
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had borne like ''a wild Indian '' at the stake^ 
with his own evil conscience all the while on the 
side of his tormentors, and worse than any of 
them, till the woodland faiiy of the labumnm-tree 
mercifully came to his relief and brought on 
partial unconsciousness. 

'^ And this morning, Ned,*' added he, '* before 
you came, they were even* worse. And your 
coming hardly made them much better ; for the 
more you looked like an angel the more I looked 
like a devil, and the more they loved you the 
more they hated me/' 

To be hated by everybody and to defy that 
hatred, hating oneself aU the while most heartily 
for one's wickedness is, indeed, terrible; and Ned, 
amongst whose many good qualities stoical forti- 
tude had certainly no place (it would, indeed, 
have been worse than useless to him), could not 
admire it enough in his cousin, judging from his 
own soft heart how he must have suJBTered. 

'^ Oh, Brry,'' coaxed he, beseechingly, ^' please 
do let me tell the other boys you're sorry ; it'll 
please them, and I can't bear their being all so 
angry with you for nothing. It really is only 
right. Tiger, they should know it." 

But Brry's pride wouldn^t stoop to it. ^^I 
don't care that for their anger," said he. '^ Let 
them be as angry as they please, and be hanged 
to them. I won't have you say one word, and if 
you do 111 — no, I'll never thrash you again as 
long as I live, whatever you do ; but I know you 
won't be so mean as to repeat my words when I 
ask you not." 

But Ned persisted and whispered as they were 
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all sittings eacli on the form of his class^ in scliool 
together, " Do, at least, let me tell Wat '^ (then 
flitting on his left) ; and would have been '^ so 
mean '^ in another minute. 

Then Eny, after giving him one most gratefully 
affectionate look, suddenly got up in the middle 
of the school and, holding out lus hand to the 
master, begged leave to make a public apology 
before all the boys. 

But he had only got out a few flurried words, 
when Ned clapped his hand upon his mouth, and 
said, ^' There, Erry, that^ll do, I^m sure. You 
shan't say one more word. I only wanted you 
to let me tell the other fellows you were sorry, 
because they shrank from you so. I could only 
have wanted you to for that. But I never 
thought of your getting up and humbling yourself 
450 before me. I'm not so mean. And now every- 
body's satisfied. So you must please come back 
to your seat again, at once." 

And Erry found the boys altogether as placable 
s& they had before been violent. And the master 
told him he might have saved himself a caning, 
4ts he should never have rejected Ned's earnest 
intercessions for him if he hadn't been so 
seemingly callous. 

Next day being Saturday his two black eyes 
•cost Ned a lie to his papa when he took Ehry 
home with him. He was utterly ashamed to go, 
and tried to say, ^'No, Ned, I've been too 
wicked" ; but the words came faintly, and Ned 
wouldn't Ksten to them, but pulled him home 
along with him. 
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^'Wasn^t Erry tlie boy that treated you so* 
^wickedly ?^' quoth papa. '' Surely he was/' 

^^N — ^no, papa/' replied Eddy, '^it was ar-^ 
another boy '' ; but withal he blushed as he spoke. 
And poor Erry didn't know which way to look. 

Even if lying hadn't been dead against the 
Bible, it was foolish in Eddie, anyhow, for if ever 
compassion for a playfellow tempted him to false- 
hood, as in the present instance, his lips said one 
tbing and his cheeks another, and detection fol- 
lowed inevitably. Papa couldn't have had eye» 
in his head not to see he was lying. 

So Erry was punished, for meanly allowing 
liis cousin to tell a lie, by losing his happy half- 
holiday at the Hall, and being sent back to " old 
Scourgeus's," and Ned, too, was tenderly scolded 
and punished by losing his cousin's company. 

" Oh, pa, dear," ho pleaded, '^ I'm sorry now I 
deceived you, but he's been punished so for his 
&ult, and was so ashamed to have it known here, 
Ihatl couldn't help trying to shield him as I did, 
and forgot, for the moment, how base and undu- 
trful it was of me deceiving you so, as if you were 
Uke the wicked uncle in ^ Babes in the Wood,' 
instead of being the sweetest, gentlest papa in the 
world to me, and to Erry, too, for my sake. But 
I'll never, never deceive you again, if you'U only 
forgive him now and let me run and fetch him 
back. Do please, pa, dear, do ; he has been so 
punished." 

Ned hadn't to ^^run" far. He found Erry just 
outside the lawn strictly obedient to his uncle's 
bidding, but clinging with his whole body to the 
gate, and looking towards the Hall with the most 
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longing eyes in the world, fi-om whicli it was all 
tliat ever he could do to keep back the tears^ kick:^ 
and twist at his hair as hard as he would. 

" And this is the end of all my boasted pride,^-* 
thought he. '^ I wouldnH own to the other fellows 
that I had done wrong till Eddie made me^ and 
now I stand by, like a coward^ and let him tell a 
lie for my sake/^ And he was just devoutly- 
hoping to himself that his uncle wouldn't banish 
him, next week, from the treat of all treats to the 
lads of the Parsonage, the great and glorious 
anniversary of his wedding-day, a full account of 
which will appear in a future chapter, when Eddie 
came bounding up, all smiles, to tell him that all 
was forgiven, and to bring him back again. 

'^ Only, Erry,'' quoth he, '^ I must never tell 
papa any more lies, not even for you ; he believes 
every word I say, and, of course, that makes me 
feel awful mean when I deceive him. When I 
first went to school, almost the very first day, one 
of the boys sold me a kmf e ; but when I got home 
and showed it her, mamma took it away from me, 
thinking I was too little to be trusted with it. I 
howled at that, of course ; so when, like the spoon 
in the nursery tale of ^ The Maid and the Mag- 
pie,^ it was missing a little after, and I was found 
with a cut finger, everyone accused me of going 
to mamma's drawer and taking it ; and when I 
persisted in a denial, even mamma wanted papa 
to whip me for ^telling lies.' And any other 
papa would have, but mine only sent me up to my 
own room. ^ I'm sure my little Eddie will tell 
his papa the truth,' said he, ' i£ he has only a 
few minutes by himself to think about it.' 
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'^ Of course, I was very tmhappy at being 
wrongfully suspected, but I couldn't confess, you 
know^, what I'd never done. So when papa 
came upstairs after me, and took me on his lap 
and kissed me, I could only burst out crying and 
nestle my head on his lap and sob out, ^ Oh, pa, 
dear, I would confess at once if I'd had the knife, 
indeed, indeed, I would, but, indeed, I've never 
seen the knife since mamma took it away from 
me, and it was another knife, not that, I cut this 
finger with.' 

'^ And then he put me down off his lap, and 
set me between his knees and looked me full in 
the face, oh, so sadly, Erry, and sighed. 

^^ ^ Oh, pa,' cried I, sobbing afresh at that, 
' please pa, dear, please don't look at me so, or 
you'll make me confess though I've done 
nothing.'" 

And here the youthful narrator poured out a 
compassionate sigh for the baby troubles of his 
poor little former self. The gallant boy felt as 
deeply as boy could feel that, awful as papa's 
look was when he was angry with him, for 
iQstance, the time when he was concerned in the 
Great Raby Orchard Robbery, and he was so 
angry with him and punished him so, yet his look 
when he found that the boy that was the very 
pride of his heart had dishonoured himself, was 
a something infinitely more awful still, a some- 
thing he would rather have run away and been 
caught and died beneath the lash than face ; it 
would have turned him so deadly sick at heart. 
So, sighing, as I have said, he thus resumed : 
'^ Well, Erry, when pa found that neither his 
kisses nor yet his sighs could make me confess. 
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he felt sure I had been suspected wrongfully, and 
was very sorry I should have been tempted so, 
and took me up into his arms again^ and then,, 
as he hugged and kissed me till I had qnite 
done sobbing (you don^t think it girlish of me 
teUing ymi ail this, Erry, do you?) mite as I -was, 
he begged my pardon. And when my innocence 
was proved soon after, he threw the knife care- 
lessly aside and said, ' We don't want to find the 
knife in Uncle Ned's pocket after all, do we ? 
We knew our poor Eddie was innocent without 
that, didn't we, my boy ? ' 

^^ Uncle Edwin, who was alive then, and on a 
visit here, had taken it without saying anything 
to anyone and gone out with it. And when he 
came in again he heard how I had been sus- 
pected, and then, of course, the truth came 
out, and ma just was glad then she hadn't suc- 
ceeded in getting pa to whallop me. But oh, I 
did so love him for believing me before ! And 
now, Brry, you can understand, can't you, my 
not wanting to deceive pa again, even for your 
sake, though you are such a dear, good cousin 
to me ?" 

'^ Oh, no, I'm not, I'm not," broke in penitent 
Erry ; ^' you know I'm not : I only wish I was. 
I do mean to try to be now, but — " 

" Well, if you ain't good, you're dear, any- 
how," interrupted forgiving Ned, aflFection- 
ately, ^^but you're quite good enough for 
me. If you were ever so much better it would 
be all goodness thrown away. I'm no saint 
myself, you know, hke cousin Atty is. But 
there — diet's have no more humbug, but run in 
Mid have a jolly good game at something." 
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CHAPTER V. 

NED VISITS ATTT AT NETHEEBT. 

A FEW days after this Ned got the following 
letter from his cousra Atty Lyndale, at Netherby : 

" Dearest Ned^ 

" Mamma says do please come and pay us a 
visit as long as ever you can this Christmas. We 
shall all be very glad to have you. 

" With loves and kisses from mamma and my- 
self and Nelly to uncle Arthur, and auntie and 
all my cousins, not forgetting yourself, beUeve 
me ever your affectionate cousin, 

'' Artuxj^Maruadxikk Lyndalb. 

" Oh those dear, happy old days at Raby ! How 
I love the very thought of them. The woods, 
the meadows, and the river, and the innumerable 
pleasures of the beautiful place you live in, I Ve 
dreamt of them ever so many times. Mamma, 
Nelly and I are rever tired of talking of them, 
and you, and uncle, and aunt, and the rest of my 
little cousins, and the Raby boys when we^re by 
ourselves of an evening. So do come ! Oh do 
<*ome ! God bless you, only do come ! Itll be so 
wfully jolly .'^ 

G 
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Ned accepted Ids cousin's supplicating invite s^ 
follows : — 

'' Dearest Atty, 

"Papa says I may come the day after Twelfth 
Night. WeVe all sorts of things till then that I 
must stay for or the boys here won^t like it. 
(Indeed they wouldn't have ; that's a fact.) But 
after then I shall like to come very mucli indeed. 
" Best love and many kisses to auntie, Nell, and 
yourself from all here, and above all from e^er 
till death, your affectionate cousin, 

''Edwin Waltee Middlbton. 

^' I did like your blessing me, you dear old suck- 
ing saint, you, just like papa does sometimes, and 
if a blessing from such a wild, good-for-nothing 
boy as me '11 do anybody any good, Grod bless 
you too, I'm sure." 

Atty and his sister were orphans. Their father 
died when they were both very young. After 
that they lived some five or six happy, innocent 
years with their widowed mother at Raby, during 
all of which our hero and Atiy ever played the 
brother's part to one another, sharing all their 
sports together, and in all their childish troubles 
interceding for one another when either of them 
had been guilty of some petty childish fault, and 
weeping, and clinging, and refusing to be parted 
from one another as long as there was any talk of 
punishment, but when it was remitted falling 
lovingly upon one another's necks with fraternal 
blandishments. 
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But the halcyon days of this baby Paradise 
were finally broken up by Mrs. Lyndale's second 
marriage. Poor Atty's troubles be^n with the 
wedding-breakfast, when, being at that time still 
a very little creature and having no one to watch 
over him, seeing the ices look so tempting, and 
not knowing how very cold they were, he tilled 
his little mouth with a whole spoonful of one. 
Thereupon, as a matter of course, ensued an ice- 
glass flung precipitately on the ground and 
Bmashed, the ice itself spattered unceremoniously 
upon a wedding- guest^s glossy boots, and freez- 
ingly permeating his ankles, and much red-faced 
spluttering on the part of poor little Atty. Then 
papa looked black, the wedding-guest swore, 
8oUo voce, the rest of the party stared at him, as 
much as to say: "The horrid little urchin I ^' 
And " the horrid little urchin^' was sent crying 
out of the room. 

That day he and Nelly, now left alone in the 
house, whilst papa and mamma went ofiE on their 
wedding-tour, agreed in taking a very gloomy 
view of affairs. 

" I never shall love my new papa, I'm afraid,^' 
quoth little Atty, sighing. '^ 1 can see he don't 
love me, and won't be kind to me. Can't you, 
Nell?" 

And uncle and auntie were very compassionate 
to the poor bereaved Httle things, and Ned seeing 
that, was so too in his boyish way; and the 
month or so of papa and mamma's wedding- 
tour was, perhaps, the happiest, certainly one of 
the happiest, in poor Atty's life. He was taken 
with all his little belongings, his sister included, 
G 2 
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to the Hall, and there treated tenderly, and 
thought of first in everything. 

One remarkable incident only diversified the 
uniform tenour of this brief holiday of happiness, 
80 well exemplifying the ways of Baby Hall, that I 
must needs set it down here. 

The great boys of Dunedin School had been 
having what is called a bell-hunt, or hunt after 
one another in the dark, by means of a bell to 
guide them. And Master Ned must needs do the 
same, and gathering together all the small fry of 
Raby, ran off in front of them, ringing the bell. 
Off they scurried in every direction, sousing head 
over ears into every ditch, and tearing their 
clothes at every hedge till they were, one and all, 
the prettiest pickle that you ever saw, covered all 
over with mud, and with big rents in their jackets 
and knickerbockers ; and bruised and smarting 
with thorns, and half ready to blubber at the sight 
of their own blood. But Ned was in the height 
of his enjoyment, for no one had been able to 
catch him, he was so nimble and ran so fast, 
when all at once he heard a sound, very faint, 
and far off in the distance, that filled his tender, 
loving little heart with a thrilling sensation of 
pain. 

It is said that the butterfly scents his mate for 
miles by means of his antennaa or horns, so Ned's 
ears were keen beyond any other human ears that 
ever were to a playmate^s cry. 

And this was (he felt, far off as it was,) not the 
cry of distress of a mere village boy, but the cry 
of distress of one that was, beyond all others, 
dear to him. It was Atty's. I do not mean to 
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say that he positively knew it was Atty^s, I only 
mean that it strack his ear in a way that only 
Atty^s could. 

So he ran after it, and it ever grew louder and 
more piteous as he drew nearer and nearer, till at 
last he came upon Atty, caught in a man-trap set 
for poachers in Sir Henry Maitland's preserves. 

" Oh, Atty, you aren't hurt, dear, are you ? '* 
cried Eddy, as he tenderly released him from 
under the spring of the trap. 

But poor Atty had fainted, partly with fright 
and partly with the pain of his fall. 

What was our luckless young hero to do ? Of 
course he thought Atty was dead. He shook 
him; he rubbed himself up against him, his 
cheek against his cheek, and his whole body 
against his ; he breathed upon him and kissed 
him, and cried out in agony, ^' Oh, Atty dear, 
don^t die, don't. Do, do speak to me, do. Oh 
whatever will they say to me at home ! '' 

Just then Atty came to, and with a feeble 
moan lifted up his right leg to show it to Ned. 
It was bleeding slowly through the torn stocking 
of his knickerbockers, having been hurt in the 
trap. 

Then Eddie rang his bell as hard as ever he 
could, and cried out his very loudest for help. 
And at the voice of their prince's call not the 
very dullest ear in the whole pack of boys was 
derf, and they all came crowding round. 

Then they took poor Atty, somewhat hurt it is 
true, but more frightened than hurt a deal, and 
carried him amongst them home, where they 
arrived all in the pickle I have already described. 
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Now as some of the wilder and more trouble- 
some of my readers may know by their own 
personal experience, parents are never so cross 
and unpleasant as just after tbey have been 
thoroughly well frightened. Even very indul- 
gent mammas will slap their children at such 
times, and very indulgent papas will flog them 
(even as Ned's, as we shall read on a future 
occasion, flogged him). 

And Mr. and Mrs. Middleton had both of them 
been most thoroughly frightened, so being yet 
further incensed by the ^' disgraceful '' pickle the 
boys were all in and the accident that had befallen 
poor inofiTensive little Atty, they packed Master 
Eddie ignominiously off to bed at once. And 
next morning he was formally sentenced to soli- 
tary confinement till dinner-time, while the rest 
all went with papa and mama to Polbury. 
Now a day at Polbury meant toys, and a treat 
at the confectioner's, and Hylton Park, and 
all manner of fun. And little Atty's sad voice 
was heard crying for his playfellow outside the 
door. 

And when papa came and said : '^ Come, 
Atty, dear, the carriage is all ready ; never 
mind that naughty, disobedient boy; come." 
Atty wailed out, " I don't want to go to Pol- 
bury ; I want to go to poor Eddie." 

Then papa, his heart secretly relenting to the 
poor little culprit all the while, unlocked the 
door and went towards the bed upon which 
poor Eddie was crouched, with his face buried 
in his hands upon the pillow. 



d by Google 



NBD VISITS ATTT AT NBTHBBBT. 87 

'^Oh, tmcle, dear/' siglied Atty, "do forgive 

Eddie and let him go with us/' 
" He lias been a very naughiy boy/' replied 

papa^ still plainly relenting more and more^ 

" and must be punished/' 
"Well, uncle/' continued Atty, '^couldn't 

you put oflf the day at Polbury till to-morrow 

or next day, when Ned can go with us? It 

won't be half the fun without him." 
"And what am I to do with this troublesome 

monkey to-day ? " quoth papa, shaking Ned up ; 

"would you like me to lock you up with him?" 
" Oh, uncle, dear/' pleaded Atty, clinging to 

Eddie as much as to say he would, rather than 

leave him behind; "oh, uncle, dear, papa and 

mamma are comiug back next week, and then I 

shall have to go away, so please don't spoil 
these last few happy days for me by keeping 

Ned any more in disgrace." 

Thus piteously did Atty and the chorus of 
little ones after him entreat for the youthful 
culprit. If Ned had not gone with them they 
would have run to him, I am sure, the very 
first thing when they came home, with all 
their new-bought toys to choose from, and the 
nicest of their ^^ goodies," And why should 
papa vex the aCTectionate little things, and spoil 
their pleasure if he could help it ? So there 
presently ensued the usual scene when papa, 
at last fairly brought to bay, yearns with his 
whole heart after the culprit to forgive him, and 
the culprit is perfectly willing to say anything 
that may be required of him to get forgiven. 
And in another minute the two boys were racing 
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one another, which could get first to the 
carriage. 

Not long after this, Atty was packed off to his 
first school. There he had a bosom frieud 'with 
whom he had all things in common : one seat in 
school and at dinner, one desk, one locker, one bed 
(for the smaller boys slept two, and even three 
in a bed, at the low, cheap, comfortless school 
that his cold stepfather sent him to, to shift for 
himself, and make flesh upon the poor food, and 
struggle on through the rough usage he found 
there, as best he could). And the friend proved 
false and stole, and, when his theft was found out, 
took advantage of their community of goods to 
lay the blame on poor Atty ; and terribly did 
poor Atty get punished for it. 

And when the time came for his holiday report 
to be made out, things grew even worse. In vain 
he begged and prayed the master not to put it 
in, and even told the lie now that no merciless 
application of the lash had been able to extort 
from him before, that he had stolen — poor boy — 
the things that he had not stolen. The master 
said his protestations of repentance for his fault 
and promises of amendment for the future came 
too late noWj and he writhed to think that he 
had besmirched his own fair name for nothing. 
And on his journey home next day, whenever he 
was deliciously dreaming of seeing dearest 
mamma and Nelly, the thought of the dreadful 
contents of his holiday report — ^his repeated 
thefts, his attempt to lay the blame on an inno- 
cent boy, and his tardy confession— came over 
the sunshine of his heart like a black cloud, and 
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ttrew him into a cold sweat with the utter terror 
of it. 

And his stem^ rigorous stepfather asked him 
for it almost the very first thing, and, when he 
faltered out that it was in his trunk, made him 
go up stairs ^' that instant^' and bring it down 
to him. So up he went, and his mamma with 
him, to unpack his trunk for him, and at last he 
very reluctantly produced it from the pocket of 
his school- jacket, with the doleful words : ''Oh, 
mamma,! didn't do it; indeed — ^indeed,! didn't,^' 
and with that he burst into a piteous fit of crying, 
ending in miserable, cuddling entreaties to poor 
mamma to take his part. 

And when he came downstairs again, his cruel, 
inexorable stepfather took it from the trembling 
boy, that stood in round-eyed affright beside him, 
and read it ; and then, in spite of all the poor 
boy's protestations of innocence, and all poor 
mamma's tearful entreaties on his behalf, he took 
hrm into that dreadful study of his and flogged 
him for it. And after his flogging was over, and 
he came out of the study crying bitterly, shy, loving 
little Nelly (who was ever a sweet, tender-hearted 
little sister to him in all his boyish troubles) wept 
over him, in their favourite retreat at the back of 
the lawn/ and comforted him all she could. And 
there they lay on the ground together, kissing one 
another, and mingling their tears together as 
they did so, and wiping away the tears from each 
other's faces, never thinking of their own, that 
were just as damp and wanted wiping just as 
mucli. And at dinner-time, stem, inexorable 
Mr. Haldane stood him up in a corner, there to 
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dine upon the bread-and-water of impenitence, 
and wanted to make him repeat the following 
ignominious form of prayer : — 

'^ God forgive me for having been so wicked 
a disgrace and sorrow to papa and mamma^ and 
every one that loves me ; and teach me, for the 
time to come, ^ to keep my hands from picking 
and stealing, and my tongue from evil-speaking, 
lying, and slandering' " (this last bit referring, 
of course, to his attempt to lay the blame upon 
his bedfellow). 

And Ned was there, come to see him the first 
thing on his return from school. And great was 
his compassionate distress to find his cousin in 
disgrace, the very first day of his holidays — ^and 
8uch disgrace. 

But Atty, though he fell on his knees and 
clasped his hands at his stepfather's bidding, had 
had quite enough already of belying his own fair 
name, and would not repeat that hateful prayer, 
totidem verbis, but only some of the words of it. 

And then his stepfather got up to box his ears. 

'* Oh, papa,'' sobbed he, "indeed — ^indeed, I did 
not steal the things, it was that other boy! 
Indeed — indeed, it was!" 

" Oh, uncle," interceded our hero, "I am sure 
he did not.^ I am sure deat Cousin Atty would 
not be so wicked as to persist in denying it if he 
had." 

" He pleaded guilty with his own lips," urged 
Mr. H^dane. " Deny it, wicked boy, if you 
dare!" 

'^Oh, indeed — ^indeed, Eddie, lam innocent," 
wailed poor Atty, shirking papa's poser. 
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^ Did you or did you not own your guilt to 
Mr. Hamilton^ perrerse boy 1" asked his step- 
father^ boxing his ears a second time. 

" Ye-e-s ! ^' faltered poor Atty, his hand to his 
ringing ear, " but " — 

"Oh, Atty!'' remonstrated Eddie simply, 
making all sorts of gestures with one arm towards 
Atty's vacant chair, and with the other towards 
the dessert on the sideboard, as much as to say 
how cousinly he desired his company to partake 
of the good things provided by mamma against 
her little Hopeful's return from boarding-school 
resurrection-pie and stick- jaw, &c., "this pudding 
u so nice." 

But neither the preserved fruit on the side- 
board, nor the sweet pudding, nor even the 
vacant seat by Eddie's side, could tempt Atty to 
admit his guilt again. So papa got up once 
more and stalking up to him boxed his ears a 
third time and sent him upstairs to his own room. 
Then Nell began to whimper ; but Ned, watching 
for the moment when Uncle Haldane went into 
the garden for his "weed," stole back out of the 
drawing-room and filched as many of the good 
things as he could hold in both hands, ofE the 
dessert-plates, and crept softly upstairs after Atty. 
And he and Nelly comforted him all they could 
between them, the girl with her caresses and the 
boy with his plunder, the fruit and cake he had 
filched himself and the meat and pudding he had 
coaxed the page to let him have, and never once 
thought what it might cost him, if uncle came to 
know. He loved Atty too dearly. 
And next day Atty found he had forfeited the 
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treat he had been looking forward to so easrerly, 
of haying Eddie with him a part of his holidays 
at Netherby, whither papa and mamma were re- 
moving to their new house (The Rookery) the 
very next day. '^ He should not have Ned with 
him at Netherby," papa declared, ^^ till he was a 
better boy. The more so as Ned seemed disposed 
to encourage him in his present evil courses.^' 

And it was not till the time at which our history 
has now arrived that he was, at last, after many 
fervent entreaties, permitted at length, in consi- 
deration of a mighty favourable holiday report, to 
write him the letter with which we commenced 
this chapter. 

His innocence, by the way, had long ago been 
completely proved, his former bedfellow having 
been taken in the act of renewing his depreda- 
tions ; and, having confessed the wrong he had 
done poor Atty the last thing before he left the 
school, after having been publicly flogged and 
expelled. So now Atty had a double claim to 
have Ned with him, both as a prize for uniform 
good conduct, and as smart money for having 
been cruelly ill-used. Even his step-papa owned 
that. 

As the day drew near when Eddie was to come 
to Netherby, poor Atty, who had never once, in 
all the wearily long intervening period, forgotten 
the happy times he had had with Ned, of old, 
longed for it more and more, and grew more 
and more excited ; and when it came at last he 
could eat no dinner, in his eagerness to run on 
and meet him on his way from the railway station. 
How delighted he was with him ; how he could 
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not bear him out of his sight; how, even at 
night, he begged and prayed to have him upstairs, 
to share his Uttle bed with him and chatter with 
him to the very last moment, before they fell 
asleep together ! What a complete boy the poor 
scared creature was transformed into, and how he 
deUghted his poor mother, by being really 
almost noisy, when his stepfather was out of the 
way ! And what a treat she had one afternoon, 
when his stepfather and -stepbrother were out, 
seeing him, like a dead thing, restored to life, or 
a prisoner with his fetters off, romping with his 
sister and* cousin, running, jumping, dancing, 
leaping, and kicking in the excess of his rapture 
at his newly-recovered freedom ! Oh, happy 
Atty, wasn't it just rare fun to be as wild and 
rackety as ever he could be, if it was only to 
please her and then to be scolded by her^ and to 
beg her pardon and kiss her, and say, '^I beg 
your pardon, dear mamma ; Fm sure I shouldn't 
have been so noisy if I hadn't known quite well 
you liked it, and wanted me to. Don't you, now ? 
Don't you like my being a naughty boy and 
plaguing you, just for once ? I sha'n't have 
such another chance " ; and then to be twice as 
'' naughty " as before ! 

At last the first happy week of Ned's visit 
had nearly sUpped away, and Atty and his mother 
liad each of them to write to Eaby, entreating 
^th piteous earnestness for a renewal of it. A 
letter came by return of post, with no end of 
loves and kisses. 

Papa, mamma, Loney, and the girls, Abby, 
Feely, and Foley, the little Ardleys at the lodge, 
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the village lads, the young Ferguses, the day 
pupils from Arlingham, everybody, in fact, began 
to miss him sadly, and looked blank when they 
learnt they were not going to have him back 
yet; however, they all very good-naturedly 
agreed to let poor Atty and his mamma have one 
more week of him. The following is the corre- 
spondence upon the subject that passed between 
the Rookery, Netherby, and Raby Hall. 

Letter I. 

From Mrs. Haldane, the Rookery, Netherby, 
to Arthur Middleton, Esq., Raby Hall. 

*' My dear Arthur, 

'^ Tour boy has completely won your little 
namesake's heart, and what poor Nelly will do 
without him I don't know. I never knew Atty 
so happy as he has been this last week, and Nelly 
in her quiet, retiring way has been, if possible, 
even happier. Your boy has been too much for 
both of them. 

" Boys will be boys ; and all this last week my 
poor Atty has had nothing but pleasure in his 
head and love in his heart. He has been all de- 
lighted astonishment at the change since Ned 
came here, and I don't think he has yet quite 
realized the fact that his young visitor goes in a 
day or two. He is beginning to, though, and 
this letter is the consequence. He is now 
supremely happy. All this last week he has been 
the happiest boy I ever knew, and only enjoys 
his happiness all the more as yet for its being so 



d by Google 



NED VISITS ATTY AT NBTHBBBY. 95 

nearly over. Still he's like a child with his last 
bit of cake in his hand^ he's beginning to see to 
the very end of it> and he clings to dear Eddie 
more and more closely the nearer the dreadful 
time approaches when he will have to part with 
him. I know you must miss him sadly already^ 
for indeed he is the sweetest boy I ever saw ; but 
could you not spare him to us one more week, if 
it's only for Atty's sake ? He is now busy writing 
a few lines to enclose with this, petitioning you 
to let him have Ned here a little longer. Nelly 
would like I know to join him in the petition, 
only she is too shy, so she joins me ; don't you 
Nell ? And now, with best love to my sister, 
and many kisses to all my little nephews and 
nieces, 

^^ Believe me, &c. &c." 

Lettes II. 

Enclosed in the foregoing, from Master Lyn- 
dale to his uncle. 

" My dear Uncle, 

^^ Do let Eddie stay, I do love him so. Love 
and kisses to all my little cousins, and yourself, 
and auntie, and beUeve me, 

'^ Ever your dutiful and loving nephew, 

''Atty Lyndalb. 

^^ P.S. Excuse this short note, but we're going 
out sliding, Ned and I. 

'^ Grod bless you, my dear uncle, only please 
do let Eddie stay." 
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Letter III. 

From Arthur Middleton, Raby Hall, to Mrs. 
Haldane, the Rookery, Netherby. 

^^ My dear Sister, 

" I am very glad Eddie has been such a good 
boy. He is, indeed, as you say, the sweetest of 
boys. It isn't only papa that says so, but every- 
body. He is naughty at times, Uke other boys, 
but so sorry afterwards, and so winning and so 
sure of all our hearts. Of course we all want 
him back again, you may teU him, badly. Still 
we mustn't grudge poor Atty the innocent happi- 
ness you speak of, so he shall have his fill of his 
cousin for one more week. We can't spare him 
beyond that. The boys all complain that the 
games don't go on at all as they do when he^s 
here, so there'll be a mutiny if he isn't home by 
then. But you may tell my pretty Uttle godchild, 
that I remember so well as a baby when he was 
christened, and called after the name of his un- 
worthy uncle, the undersigned, that I shall be 
very glad to see him and you and Nelly here next 
Midsummer in his holidays." 

*' Oh, mamma, mamma ! " cried Atty, who had 
been capering about all this time for joy, to think 
he was to have his dear playfellow with him 
another week. *^ Oh, mamma, mamma ! " cried 
he, '' won't that be delightful. Why it will be 
heaven itself. I hardly know how to contain 
myself. Oh, mamma I Oh, Ned ! O, Nelly I Oh, 
everybody ! See me jump for joy 1 Oh, yon 



d by Google 



NED VIBIT8 ATTT AT NETHBBBT. 97 

darling Eddie^ I know very well you'd rather go 
home (of course you would to such a heaven as 
that), but do, do be good, and don't mind staying 
here vvith us just one little week longer. I'll do 
everything you want me to. I'll be your slave, 
your galley-slave, to pinch and thump and knock 
about and do just whatever you like with, if 
you'll only stay." 

But to return to the letter. It proceeded as 
follows: — 

*^ So I hope when Ned goes that he will try 
and console himself with that. Aunty and all 
the little cousins join in love and kisses to poor 
dear Atty and yourself and Nelly. And don't 
forget my saucy little monkey either, please, but 
let him have a kiss, too, from one and all of us, 
and tell the dear boy how much we miss him, and 
how pleased we are with him for having been so 
good, and 

" Believe me, &c. Ac. 

^^A. L. MiDDLETON." 

*' Oh, mamma, won't we give him a kiss, just 
as many as ever he wants. How many are there 
of them, Eddie ? Here, darling, here's one for 
papa, and one for aunty, and one for my cousins, 
and one for the boys, and one for each of us three, 
and as many more as ever you like." 

But here papa came in, and Atty's joyous 
volubility was silenced in an instant. But he 
twined himself lovingly round his cousin and his 
inmost heart was warm. 

H 
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LETtBB III, 

Ellen Haldane to her brother. 

" My dearest Brother, 

'^ I can't express the excitement with which 
yonr dear, kind letter was looked for here. Dear 
Atty couldn't wait till the boy brought the letters, 
so he posted off with Ned to look for him, and 
came running back with a letter in his hand, 
crying, ' Oh, mamma, here's a letter from uncle, 
look ; I know it's from him by the handwriting. 
Do see what he says, mamma.' And he lumped 
with impatience. He couldn't contain himself 
for joy when he heard that Ned was to stay, and 
that we were all to pay you and your sweet httle 
family a visit next Midsummer. It did make us 
all so happy. Atty and Nelly both beg to join 
me in thanks, and loves and kisses to you and 
my sister and all my dear little nephews and 
nieces. God bless them I I look forward much 
to seeing them, and so, I need hardly add, do my 
boy and girl. 

^^ BeHeve me, &c. &c." 

Letter IV. 

The same to the same. 

^'It is so pretty to see Atty and your boy 
together. Your boy wishes in his heart to go 
back, I can see that plainly enough. He is for 
ever talking about home and boasting (truly 
enough I know, by myself and the children, and 
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even the very servants,) how dearly everybody 
loves him there. Atty is the most unselfish 
boy in the v^orld ; but still he wants to keep him. 
And then his conscience pricks him, and when, 
do what he will to please him and show his love . 
for him, he can't quite cure him of his growing 
home-sickness, he pleads with him for forgiveness 
most pitifully. ' Oh, Eddie,' cries he entreat- 
^^gly> ^ don't think me very selfish, but I can't 
let you go yet. I do love you so. I don't wonder 
my Kttle Saby cousins call you Angy.* It's just 
the very name for you. But I'm afraid you're not 
quite a perfect Angy after all, or you wouldn't 
be so impatient to get back to heaven again 1 
Only think how we all love you, and how happy 
you make us. Directly you're gone we shall begin 
to count the days from then till Midsummer. At 
least I shall. Oh, won't that be jolly, jolly, jolly, 
for if you make us so happy here what will you 
make us there!' " 

Lettee V, 

Trom the village boys of Raby to Master 
Middleton, the Rookery, Netherby, 

'^ Dear Master Eddie, 

*' We boys was all so disappointed not to 
have you back for another week. But, of course. 
Master Atty and Miss Nelly want to keep you, 
poor things, and it would be very wicked in us 

* Short for Angel, as I have already explained in a pre- 
vious note. 

H 2 
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to grudge them a few more days* enjoyment of 
you. But do come back after that, for we do 
so miss you, there's been nothing but quarrelling 
and fighting amongst us ever since you^ve been 
gone ; everybody's so dull and fretful, and out of 
humour through your not being here. I've had 
a black eye, and Jack's had a bloody nose, and 
Jim Terry's been kicked into the moat, and 
when he scrambled out the boys kicked him in 
again, and forced him under till they thought 
they'd dr6wnded of him, and then some of them 
ran away, and the others pulled him out of the 
ditch and then ran away, too. And there's been 
dreadful work chivying of Mother Bunches cat, 
and all manner. And the games han't been half 
so pleasant. And we shall be so glad to have 
you back again. 

^^ And now, with best love from myself, and 
Ned, and Jack, and all the other boys, believe 
me ever 

'^ Your dutiful and loving playfellow, 

"Jim Abdlet. 

" The other boys all wanted to write, too, but 
they can none of them write as well as me. 
They wish me to put this in and to say they're all 
very ashamed and sorry for having misbehaved 
theirselves so whilst you've been away." 

The last two letters of the above corre- 
spondence naturally set our hero longing more 
than ever to get home again; all Atty's boyish 
wheedling notwithstanding. He hated and 
despised Atty's stepbrother with all his hearty 
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and it was all he could do to be civil to him, for 
Atly^s sake. Then George, too, who had at first 
found his lively mirth a very agreeable change 
after the stifling gloom of the Bookery, and had 
manifested, in his churUsh fashion, a strong dis- 
position to make friends, and go partners with 
him in bullying poor Atty, was greatly dis- 
gusted to see him getting fonder and fonder of his 
cousin every day, and less and less disposed to take 
advantage of his childlike devotion, even in quite 
a brotherly way. Every day he shrank more and 
more from George's intim^y, and took the 
defenceless orphan^s part more frankly. Every 
day the tacit defensive, but certainly not o/Fen- 
sive, league between mamma, Ned, Atty, Nelly, 
and Harry Larkins, the page, grew closer and 
closer, and more and more tender and loving, and 
more and more imprudently bold-faced. 

Besides, there were other unpleasantnesses. 
In the first place, there was a bit of careless mis- 
chief done between George and Ned, which the 
former at once tried to throw upon poor Atty, 
who would certainly have smarted for it in the 
flesh but for his cousin^s indignant interposition. 
It was then Master George's turn to smart for 
his wickedness (his father couldn't for very 
shame overlook it), and it made him tremen- 
dously savage. Then there was a game at chess. 
Atty was playing with George; Ned, who 
couldn't play much yet, himself, but whom Atty 
had been busy teaching every evening, w^ 
sitting by his cousin's side, backing him, and 
suggesting very indifferent moves. George, in 
a very irritable mood, after his very disgraceful 
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punishment that morning, kept grumbling out, 
^^ Do shut up, Middleton. I do wish you 
wouldnH interfere and spoil our game/"' But 
Atty, who was a very good player for his age, 
and was fast getting the better of his stepbrother, 
who ate so much he was always stupid and 
loutish, smiled, 

" Like Patience on a monument/' 

at the blundering remarks of his pupil. Ned 
was such a perfect hero in his eyes, it made him 
very proud to teach him anything, and he took 
the greatest pleasure possible in his new task. 
To have anybody, and that anybody Ned, to look 
up to him, was a sensation as delightful as it was 
new to the poor, slighted orphan. So he often 
turned aside from his game, even at the most 
interesting points, to pass his hand afPeotionately 
through Ned^s hair and say, ^' No, Teddy, that 
move wouldn't do at all ; I should get taken if 
I did that; don't you see, dear.'' Or if he 
checked him and put his hand down ofB the 
board, he did it in the gentlest and most loving 
way in the world, and put his other hand over 
his mouth, begging him to " Shut up " (^^Do 
shut up, Ned, there's a dear fellow ; I shall lose 
the game if you don't"), in a manner as dif- 
ferent as possible from Gfeorge. 

At last, in spite of Ned's distracting inter- 
ruptions, Atty, his eyes sparkling with pleasure, 
was plainly going to win, when George, in the 
most insulting manner in the world, cried out, 
^^ It was all Ned's bothering, and he wasn't going 
to play any longer " ; and when they both pro- 
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tested at that^ flung tlie boards men and all^ at 
Atty^s head. And they were a present Ned had 
brought him ; and two or three of the men were 
broten, and the poor boy almost wept, if not 
quite « And Master Ned ground his teeth and 
clenched his hands as he Imelt down and helped 
him to pick them np. ^' Oh, if I were only his 
own size/' quoth he, " and you weren't sure to 
suffer for it, shouldn't I just Hke to give him a 
ioUy good thrashing for this, the great, cowardly 
blacl^ard/' 

However, the ruffled tempers of the two boys 
were presently after soothed by the arrival of 
guests to tea, and a merry game at Commerce 
afterwards for a pool. Atty and Eddy sat side 
by side, of course, looking over each other's 
hands, and advising one another what cards to 
throw out. At last, Atty lost his third and last 
'' life." But Eddy, at the next deal, just as his 
cousin was being passed over as '' dead," seeing 
him look rather glum over it, gave him one of 
his own two Hves, for he had still two left. 
Fortune, however, ill-conditioned goddess, as she 
so often shows herself, manifested her displeasure 
at his thus slighting her past favours, at the 
earliest possible opportunity, for he lost his other 
and now only-remaining ''life" that very deal. 
Atty wanted to refund the life he had just given 
him, but he protested that would be mean, 
*' wouldn't it, aunty ? ' Give a thing and take a 
thing,' you know." 

And now the game was reduced to two lives 
only, one Atty's, one George's, and the last 
exciting deal for the pool began, Eddy smilingly 
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backing "the lucky life," as he called Atty's. 
'' It^s a double life/' said he ; ^'mine and youis, 
At, in one, and safe to win/' 

And so it was, George lost his remaining 
life, and Atty started up from his seat^ with 
gHstening eyes, to claim the pool. 

But George declared that Ned and Atty lad 
been helping one another all along*^ ani it 
wasn't fair; and, great boy as he was, lie began 
to "blubb." 

"I asked Auntie," replied our hero, *'and 
she said I might ; you should have spoken then, 
I think, if vou'd any objection." 

" Well," interposed Mr. Haldane, " we don't 
want to see any crying before guests; so if 
Georgey here will wipe his eyes, and Master 
Chatterbox there will hold his tongue; as 
Atty's had one life given him, G«orgey, I 
think, might have another, and then all will be 
perfectly square and even." 

So saying, he gave George his fish back again 
out of the box. 

This way of doing things, though roecioufi 
enough, was, of course, very unfair. And so the 
two young Mortimers appeared to think, for they 
qast almost as disdainfiil a look as honest I^ed 
himself at the great, overgrown '^ Crybaby," as 
he replaced his handkerchief in his pocket and 
left ofE sniflSng. But, of course, nobody durst say 
anything. 

Next deal the two partners were too angry to 
know very well what they were about, and threw 
out the wrong card, or did something or other 
they oughtn't to, and lost. 
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And then poor Atty's fcce began to work. 
His nerves had been sadly upset before by 
the game at chess and the broken chessmen^ 
and now his heart was quite broken for the 
moment by this additional act of gross oppres- 
sion. And, beside, the thought of Ned^s going 
to-morrow made him lachrymose. 

But Ned put his arm round his neck as quick 
as thought, and whispered him, ^'Be a man, 
Atty, and don't cry before the Mortimers. 
Leave that to cowardly Joggles, there. I know 
it's all very hard to bear''; and here his own 
breast heaved, and his voice trembled with afEec- 
tionate sympathy ; '^ but do try to be a man and 
shame him,^* 

So Atty gulped down his rising tears to please 
his cousin and forced a rueful smile. 

^' There, George,'' cried Ned triumphantly, 
" you see Atty don't cry when he loses as you 
do." 

Just then the Mortimers' carriage was an* 
nounced. 

Then as the boys were in the hall putting on 
their great-coats, leaving George in the parlour 
solacing himself for the public contempt he was 
lying under by counting his winnings, Atty took 
occasion to observe to Eddy, — 

'^If I'd had all that money I could have bought 
yon such a nice present with it to-morrow before 
yon went. That's why I wanted it so. I 
shouldn't have minded else, (I'm not a miser 
like George is.) But now this is all I've got to 
give you." 

And he drew out of his waistcoat-pocket a 
soUtary halfpenny, and showed it to his cousin. 
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Ned was just about to beg Atty "never to mind, 
if that was all ; he didn^t want a present, not he ; 
thanking him all the same though for his kind 
intentions/' when Percy Mortimer broke in : 

'' Oh, Middleton, you aren't going to-morrow, 
are you ? '' 

'^ Yes, but he is, though,'' replied Atty for him, 
ruefully enough. 

''Well, that is a disappointment," quoth 
Percy. ''Isn't it, Sid ?" added he, addressing 
his younger brother. " We were just going to ask 
him to come and stay a day with us along with 
you, or two or three days if you could." 

Then running up to his mother, as she was 
coming down stairs, " Oh, Mamma," cried he, 
'' Middleton won't be able to come : he's going 
to-morrow." 

And she and her two boys and little girl looked 
all four very glum over it. 

So soon did our hero win people's affection. 
They had only known him a few hours. 

Next day (Ned's last day at Netherby) George 
and he, and Atty, and Harry Larkins had a 
quarrel out snowballing. Ned and Atty were on 
oiie side and George and Harry on the other. 
The other three were perfectly goodhumonred 
about it, well pleased to pelt and be pelted in 
return, but George got savage because Atty, 
quite by accident, meaning to hit Harry, Mt 
him a " cawker " pretty full in the f 8tce with a 
good hard snowball. But even before this the 
game hadn't gone to his taste. He wanted Ned 
to take Harry in hand whilst he pelted Atty to 
his heart's content. But instead of that, whilst 
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Atty and Harry exchanged snowballs very amica- 
bly, Ned, disregarding the few snowballs of 
Harry^s that Atty didn^t succeed in diverting to 
himself, confined his attention to George, and 
being as agUe as any monkey^ proved altogether 
more than a match for him. This was very pro- 
voking. So he took advantage of Atty's last 
sno^wball, and vowing it had got a great stone in 
it, flew upon him to beat him for it. Poor meek, 
unfortunate Atty, as he stood dismayed at his 
misadventure, was far too afraid of his step- 
brother to offer much resistance. He knew he 
must catch it sooner or later, for what had hap- 
pened yesterday, and that George would never 
vest till he had had it out with him. So he was 
already beginning to take his punishment at the 
hands of his angry stepbrother just Kke a lamb^ 
but Ned's stock of worldly prudence, never very 
extensive, was now quite exhausted. Accus- 
tomed as he was to speak and act just as nature 
prompted him, he found it very hard and irksome 
work to wear a mask so long, so he couldn't and 
wouldn't stand it any longer, and spoke up 
boldly for his poor cousin. 

'* You caught it yesterday for telling lies, you 
sneak ! " exclaimed he, the bitter scorn he felt 
for his vile antagonist making his sweet, beautiful 
face unutterably terrible, " and now you're telling 
lies again to-day. There was no stone in Atty's 
snowball, and you know there wasn't, so let him 
alone will you." 

Thereupon ensued a fight between the three 
boys, though certainly poor affrighted Atty was 
drawn into it most reluctantly. But how could 
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he stand tamely by and see our hero, who was no 
match for George single-handed, unmercifully 
pounded and knocked about, and kicked when 
he was down, only for taking his part. So he 
and our hero joined their forces against '' Gutt- 
ling Joggles,^' as he was ignominiously nick- 
named, on account of his gluttony, and between 
the two he got an unlucky bloody nose. And 
again it was poor Atty that struck the fatal blow. 

The cowardly creature then vowed he would go 
and tell papa. '^And wouldn't Atty catcli it 
just ! '' So in pure despair the alUes got him 
down at that to prevent his running away, Atty 
humbly supplicating him, and when that was no 
good, Ned vigorously slapping him in the face 
and punching him in the ribs till he promised not 
to tell. 

Of course he broke his promise directly they 
let him get up, and flew into the house with the 
countenance of a demon to tell papa, leaving poor 
Atty quaveringly reproaching his cousin for 
getting him into such a scrape ^^ like that,'' and 
Ned apologizing to him for his boyish indiscre- 
tion with cousinly kisses ; and as he held him, 
cheek to cheek, lovingly embraced within his 
arms, trying hard, but in vain, vo reassure him. 

^^ Oh ! I shall get stick a flogging for this when 
we get in ; I know, I shall," sobbed poor Atty, 
as with both arms round his waist he clung 
tremblingly to his bosom for shelter against the 
approaching storm. 

And it was no use Ned arguing that his uncle, 
he was sure, would never be so shamefully unjust, 
he wouldn't be comforted, for he knew better. 
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"But never mind/' quoth he, resignedly, ''I 
know you only did it because you loved me so, 
you cotildn't help it. So never mind, Eddie, 
dear. I oughtn't to have kept you, I know now, 
when you wanted so much to go. So it's only 
right, after all, that I should smart for my 
selfishness." 

'^ Oh, Eddie," then he ran on again, '' I've 
been thinking — ^and dreaming too all last night 
— ^whatever I shall give you as a keepsake, but I 
haven't any money or anything except the things 
in my treasure-box, that mamma and Nelly have 
given me. I can't well part with them; can I ?" 

'' Oh no, Atty ! " interrupted Ned with generous 
eagerness, ''of course not. I wouldn't part with 
my pa^s presents for anything. It would be very 
wicked and unkind of me, you know. But, 
indeed, I don't want anything from you, only a 
kiss and a ' Good-bye, Eddie,' before I go." 

" Oh, but you must have something," quoth 
Atty, '' let me see now. Oh, whatever shall I 
give yon? I'm afraid I must part with one of my 
keepsakes, after all ; ma and Nell won't mind, I 
know, if ." 

*' No ! that indeed you shan't," quoth Eddie. 
'' Indeed I would not rob you of any such thing. 
I should deserve to be sent to gaol if I did." (It 
would, indeed, have been a sort of pious sacri- 
lege.) 

*^ Oh, then, whatever am I to give you ?" cried 
Atty, despairing. '' You've seen all my things 
and there's nothing else worth oflTering." 

"A flower," suggested our bright boy, helping 
his cousin out. " Some flower, I think, would 
do nicely." 
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And Atty was just running about and studying 
which one to give him, — a, primrose, a snow<irop, 
a bunch of rosemary or hazel-blossoms, or a 
sprig of holly or mistletoe, when, alas, too soon 
proving how right he had been in his gloomy 
presentiments, a servant came running to call 
them in. 

Atty hastily plucked the finest of the snow- 
drops, sighing out sorrowfully enough, ^^ Here 
Eddie, I mayn^t have another chance of giving it 
to you," and, putting it into his hand with one last 
cousinly embrace, slowly followed the servant in 
doors. And then, in spite of all our heroes en- 
treaties and protestations, poor Att y was scourged 
without mercy, whilst his cousin, after being 
wrenched from him with the greatest difficulty, 
and not till Atty had himself sighed out, '^ Do 
let me go, Eddie, you^U only get me all the worse 
punished in the end by holding me so," stood by 
looking on, and whining and sobbing to the full 
as much as the actual sufferer himself, his glori- 
ously beautiful face a perfect picture of indiguant 
love and pity. After the scourging was over, he 
flew forward to console the poor orphan boy with 
all the delicious endearments of the most com- 
passionate heart that ever beat. But poor weeping 
Atty was once more wrenched away out of the 
shelter, within his arms, he so sorely needed, and 
taken upstairs to a miserably cold and gloomy 
little bit of a closet and there locked up till tea- 
time, when he was permitted to come downstairs 
and apologize. And all Ned could do was to 
kneel outside and whisper at the keyhole, and 
long to get in and fall upon his neck, and hug 
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and kiss him^ and have him up on his lap and 
chafe Ms poor cold hands between his own^ and 
commiserate the cruel stripes he had so little 
merited^ and wipe away his teai*s and comfort 
him — in a word, in every one of the ten thousand 
imaginable ways in which one kind-hearted boy 
can comfort another. 

But the two boys hadn't been whispering 
together at the keyhole long, when his uncle 
came and threatened Master Ned to thrash him 
if he found him there again, and drove him away 
to dinner. 

The room was jolly and warm, and the dinner 
was a right good one ; but when he thought of 
poor, inoffensive Atty, smarting with his merci- 
less stripes, and all alone in his cold dungeon 
without any one to comfort him, and saw his 
dinner of bread-and- water served out and sent 
up to him, he exchanged meaning glances with 
his fellow-rebels, mamma, Nelly, and Harry 
Larkins, behind his chair, and it was all he could 
do to keep from crying. 

^' You may thank your stars, sir,*' quoth his 
uncle, grimly, ^Hhat youVe such a dinner as 
this to eat. If you had your deserts, you'd be 
locked up with that bad boy upstairs and 
sharing his dinner.'^ 

'' I wish I was, I'm sure,'* muttered our hero, 
defiantly ; ^' I'd give up the best dinner in the 
world to be with poor, dear Atty now." 

'^ Don't mutter and look at me like that, boy," 
roared Arthur Haldane, ^^ or I'll send you out of 
the room this instant. I'll " 

" Atty's done nothing," still urged the boy, 
" and I want to comfort him." 
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*' Done nothing ! '^ roared his uncle^ giving 
him a tremendous box on the ear ; ^^ say that 
again if you dare. If I weren't going to be rid 
of you this very afternoon Vd take you out of 
the room and flog you for your impertinence till 
you howled for mercy. I^d bring you to your 
senses if I had you here much longer. However, 
I shall not fail to inform your father how you 
have been going on ; the wanton mischief you 
did yesterday, and your savage behaviour to your 
cousin, and insolence to me to-day, and he will 
punish you as you deserve when you get home, 
I make no doubt.^' 

Master Ned made very great doubt, but he had 
gone quite far enough, and was as mute as a 
mouse for the rest of dinner. He was taken off 
in disgrace to the station soon after dessert, but 
not till he had darted upstairs and cried to the 
poor, desolate prisoner, 

" Good-bye, Atty, I'm going. Here's a note 
for you to read,'' and with that he slipped 
underneath the door a blotted and crumpled 
note, still wet, he had just been scrawling. 

'' Oh, you dear, good Eddie," sobbed the pri- 
soner, ^^ and so you're going away in disgrace, 
and Uncle Arthur'll punish you, too, perhaps, 
only for loving me, and yet I can't see you to 
wish you good-bye, nor go with you to the 
station, and stand by the door tiU you start, and 
run along the platform, waving my cap, to catch 
the last look at you. 

" But, oh, don't let papa catch you here after 
what he said. •Do go before he comes." 

Then Ned reminded Atty of the happy hoU- 
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days they would have together at Raby next 
Midsummer. " IVe got your snowdrop in my 
buttonhole, here, safe enough/^ said he, " up to 
its neck in water, and 1^11 love and keep it for 
your sake till then, as if it had been so much 
pearl and emerald. Oh, jolly, jolly Midsummer ! 
Sha^n't we two enjoy ourselves then, just ? Jan- 
uary, February, March, April, May, June — just 
six months off; only think of that, and cheer up, 
do, there's a dear fellow/' And then he broke 
off and said, '^ But he's finished his precious 
letter about me to papa by now. Much I care 
what he says. Pa'll never punish me for taking 
your part ; never frighten your dear, soft, pitiful 
heart about that. He's not so fond of punish- 
ing me. Only I may as well not run the risk 
of uncle's catching me here again, as you say ; 
so good-bye, Atty." 

Atty, who had brightened up a little at the 
thought of next Midsummer, and had begun to 
cut imaginary notches in an imaginary stick, 
to count the days by, now fell a-crying worse 
than ever, as he sobbed out a '^ Gr-o-o-d b-y-e, 
N-e-d," in the most doleful voice in the world. 

"Don't cry, dear," remonstrated our hero; 
" don't cry like that ; only think of next 
holidays, as I said before. We'll all be so good 
to you, and try and make you so jolly happy 
then. You just see if we don't. Oh, I do 
wish I could burst open this beast of a lock 
that I might see your poor, dear old face before 
I go. But here's Harry sent for me, and there's 
uncle bawling all over the house ; so bolt I must ; 
that is to say, unless you'd particularly like to 
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hear the music of my howling outside the dooTj 
in which case I shall be most happy, I'm sure, 
to stay here and oblige you/' 

'^ Oh, no,'' cried Atty, from within, ^^ do pray 
go at once, before he comes." 

" Grood-bye, then, dearest Atty, for the last 
time, and God bless you." 

'^ Gr-o-o-d b-y-e, d-e-a-r-e-s-t E-d-d-i-e^ a-n-d 
G-o-d b-1— " 

But Ned flew downstairs without staying to 
hear the end of Atty's piteously broken, '^ God 
bless you, too," and ran into the drawing-room. 

^^ Good-bye, Auntie," quoth he ; '^ do forgive 
me, I'm so sorry to have got poor Atty into 
such trouble. But I am so fond of him I 
couldn't help pitying him and forgetting myself.'' 

"Good-bye, darling," quoth Auntie, smihng 
through her tears. " I can't quite scold you for 
that now. I may, perhaps, when I see you next 
Midsummer." 

" Good-bye, Nelly." 

" Good-bye, Eddie." 

And then he kissed them, and begged them to 
kiss Atty for him, and once more wished them 
good-bye and was off. 

Of course at the Station, on his return home, 
there was a carriage chock full of eager little 
brothers and sisters looking out for his arrival, 
and the road all the way home fairly swarmed 
with little village lads jumping for joy at the 
sight of him, and shouting and running after the 
carriage as far as ever they could keep up with 
it. There were faces, too, peeping over every 
hedge, on every stile, and out of every wide- 
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spreading tree, waiting to see him and to be seen ; 
and " childish trebles,'' pipiiig out shrill huzzas, 
caps waving, &c. &c. &c. Everybody did in- 
deed make a sweet happy fuss over him, they 
were all so deUghted to get him back again, and 
the sight of his dear, beautiful face filled every 
heart with such rapture. But it really wasn't 
quite fair the way they all scolded and grumbled 
at him for staying away so long, considering 
they had every one of them given their consent 
to his extension of absence, and that he himself 
had been so homesick for days, and wanted so 
badly to come back. However they only did it, 
after all, to show their love for him, so the indul- 
gent reader must please excuse their being so 
unfair in their fondness and so exacting iu their 
jealousy. 



I 2 
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CHAPTER VI. 

LOOLOO.* 

Ned's father, the Squire of Raby, had been 
brought up at a great overgrown semi-public 
school, where everything good in him was beaten 
down and compelled to lie dormant, and every- 
thing evil was fattened into rank luxuriance. 
But at the birth of his pretty, smiling lad, an 
instinct that had long been slowly struggling into 
existence, ever since his happy marriage-day, and 
was destined to dominate the remainder of his life, 
now fairly culminated. And the good seed that had 
lain so long buried within him, now sprang to 
the surface, for he loved his boy. He knew but 
too well that his past life had been a failure, and 
that it was now too late for him to dream of the 
life that still lay open before his Teddy. The 
little village boys slunk away at his approach, 
and when he went into the National School, and 
wanted to question them, they only drooped their 
heads, and were so scared he could get nothing 
out of them, and when he persisted (meaning 
kindly enough, but, as they thought, sternly), the 
tears came. It was no good; it was too late now 
for him ; but he determined with all his heart to 

* Louis Richard. 
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train up his Teddy to be the man he now, alas I 
never could be, from his earliest infancy. 
This book is the sequel of that resolve. 
Master Ned possessed all the advantages to 
start with that nature could bestow, but he would 
never have been the boy he was, and the man he 
ultimately became, without such a father. 

And when he died, all the little treasures of 
his boy were found amongst his things, miserly 
locked up in his study, all ranged and sorted. 
The pretty red coral of his infancy; the fair, 
soft prindtice of his flowing locks; his milk- 
teeth; the broken toys and playthings of his 
early childhood ; his tops, bats, balls, and 
marbles ; his spelling-book, his Latin Grammar, 
and many another of the torn and dog's-eared 
blotted and bescribbled task-books of his sweet, 
happy school-days; the story-books, the pictures 
in which, he and Atty had painted between them ; 
the cruel rod, now only a few broken twigs, 
with which he had some twice or thrice been 
corrected when a boy, all for his own good, as 
he hitnseK knew full well, by his loving and 
reluctant papa; the many notes he would so 
superfluously write and leave on his study table 
for him — Love-letters on Valentine's day; Happy 
Returns on his birthday ; Love and Duty on his 
wedding-day ; Merry Christmases and Happy 
New Years ; Petitions for remission before and 
forgiveness after punishment; interceding for 
«^httle brother or sister, or playfellow; coaxing 
for this or that paternal indulgence ; Thanks or 
Condolences; containing some little boyish gift ; 
Humble Apologies for very trifling faults, or faults 
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he had already been quite sharply enough cor- 
rected for, &c. &c. Such were the venerable 
relics his children loved to peep at and his 
father treasured up to his dying day. 

Planted by such a father, his home was indeed 
a flower sacred to love, whose fragrance per- 
fumed the air. But if the air was drunk with 
the fragrance, how much more drunk was the 
flower ! And if his village mates were as happy 
in his love as I have described, how much happier 
in his love were his home mates ! If his love 
perfumed the whole village so deliciously, how 
much more must it have perfumed his home ! 

The little village urchins certainly loved him 
as never giddy pack of boys loved their prince 
before ; but at home were found those that loved 
him better than anything else in. the whole 
world, — ^papa, Looloo, Ned Waters the page, 
the little ones Feely and Foley, and afterwards 
his cousin Atty Lyndale and his sister ; to which 
devoted band, that loved only him, may fairly be 
added his cousin Erry, who, though he was shut 
up within the narrow bounds of Dunedin House 
perforce, as one of the boarders there, ever looked 
upon Raby Hall as his home, and got there 
whenever he could, and, like anyhow all the 
male things there, loved nothing in the whole 
world like ^^ Cousin Eddie Middleton.^' 

Every morning, but especially every Sunday 
morning, the smiling boy would come down 
stairs in the hope of an approving kiss from 
papa, the blooming rosebuds of his cheeks, 
the fresh milk of the rest of his skin, his 
pure sweet teeth of the whitest ivory, and 
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his bright golden hair hanging in rich curly 
clusters^ and graceful school dress^ all that soap 
and ^water and brush and comb and deft busy 
hands could make them. And then when his 
father, delighted at the very sight of him, took 
him on his lap and caressed him, and every one 
else *^did the same, he was innocently glad he 
was so extraordinarily beautiful when he per- 
ceived what pleasure it gave those he loved, and 
what pleasure it got him from them. 

And then came the sweet happy breakfast 
of perfect domestic love; the little creatures 
whom (at their earnest entreaty, backed by 
baby kisses) he had washed and dressed to their 
abundant contentment, now crowding round 
their vice-pa (for he was nothing less) and pro- 
mising to be good if he would only take one of 
them on his lap, and let one sit on one side of him 
and one on the other, and feed them, and his little 
sisters helping, and papa and mamma looking 
smiling on. And then came the infinite sweetness 
of the last farewells before he went to school, 
the httle ones all coiling round him, and unwil- 
ling to let him go, and he himself not a jot more 
willing than they. Then, after at least a quarter 
of an hour had been thus most happily lingered 
away, mamma would catch hold of him at last 
and press his school-cap on his head with a "Now, 
Eddie dear, do go ; you'll be dreadfully late for 
school else.'' But not till after many false starts 
and runnings back on his part, and many repeti- 
tions of her former warning on hers, could she 
manage to coax him quite out of the house at last, 
at the price of " One more kiss, darling mamma," 
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and his arms once more ronnd her neck. And 
the little ones would run with him down to the 
lawn-gate^ and look after him^ and listen to him 
as he went singing and whistling along till he 
was out of sight and hearing. And in the evening 
there was the delicious treat of his bouncing in 
from school all radiant and happy^ and full of fun 
and romping, and hugs and kisses for every one. 
And if ever his little playfellows enticed him to 
play too long with them, and he came home too 
late for tea, papa would pretend to scold him^ only 
to have the pleasure of his wheedling arms round 
his neck ; and the little ones would keep his tea 
and buttered toast hot for him, and think them- 
selves handsomely rewarded with a kiss or two 
upon their proffered little red lips ; and his little 
brothers, as they sat upon his lap and put their 
tiny arms round his neck and kissed lum, gave 
him his pretty nursery name of " Angy '^ ; and 
from them the name passed on to the little village 
lads, as we have already seen in Chapter I. ; and 
his little sisters dressed their dolls (which were 
all boys by the by) after the fashion of " Eddie/' 
But of all the boys and girls that loved and 
believed in Ned, there was no one like his little 
brother Louey, who believed in him with his 
whole heart and soul. It was beautiful to see 
them together; there was nothing the Uttle 
creature did not first learn from his magnificent 
elder brother; ^^ darling Eddie'' — ^he would hardly 
learn from any one else. He learned to talk, to 
prattle upon lus lap ; he learnt to walk, to follow 
him about the house. When Ned was at hand, 
he would hardly be dressed or washed by any one 
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else. Of a Satarday night lie would always escape 
from the great nursery wash to put his naked 
little bust into his brother^s hands^ and his un- 
socked little feet into the same foot-pan with his. 
"Do help me to wash myself, Eddie dea,r," he 
would say ; " I can't bear Sarah to wash me, she 
is so rough and cross ; oh, do, do my ears for me, 
please, if you don^t mind the trouble, darlingest 
darling — ^here's the flannel already soaped, and 
the rest I can do all by myself — and my feet, do 
let me put them in with yours/' And then he 
would get into his dear brother's bed, and then 
when Ned followed him, after putting out the 
light, he would fondle him in his arms with baby 
pride for letting him be there in his big brother's 
company, away from the soap in the eyes, and 
the scrubbing and rasping of the nursery, 
varied ever and anon with sharp slaps and 
angry scolding. 

The idle school-boy was painstaking beyond 
measure to help mamma to teach him to read. 
He taught him to sUde, to whistle, to bird's-nest, 
to spin his top, to ride, to swim, to fish, and 
everything else one boy can teach another, partly 
for his own pleasure and the love he bore the 
grateful little thing, and partly for the pleasure 
of running to papa and showing him what he had 
been teaching Looloo, and being praised for it 
by him. 

And when mamma got cross with him over his 
baby lessons, and half disposed to take him up- 
stairs and lay him on the bed and whip the naughty 
sulks out of him, he kissed his tears away with 
soothing caresses, and the prospect of a run into 
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the village to buy ''goodies/' with the fe'w 
coppers the dear extravagant boy had still to 
show out of his sixpence a week, and then the 
little fellow would fling both his arms round his 
neck, sobbing out, " Oh, I do love you so ! " and 
learn his dreadful lapis, a stone, genitive lapidis, 
or 3 times 7 are 21,3 times 8 are 24, from him 
when he and his poor worn-out mamma had got 
quite stupid and wretched together over it. But 
however stupid the little fellow was, and even 
cross and obstinate in his stupidity, he never 
would let mamma whip him ; and once, indeed, 
in trying with boyish thoughtlessness to protect 
the pretty imploring little thing, he forgot the 
dutiful respect he owed her so far that he as 
nearly as possible got whipped himself. 

Papa was called in, and had already got hold 
of him to beat him, but little Louey, all tearful 
entreaties, clung round him so ; and, indeed, 
besides that, he could hardly bring himself to 
go so far with him, only for loving his younger 
brother too tenderly. As Louey said : '' Oh, papa, 
dear papa, donH whip pretty Eddie, only for 
being a darling, and loving poor helpless little 
me.'' So the poor, trembling boy was let oflF 
with the fright. And the two brothers ran out 
of the room for a game of play in the garden, 
all happy smiles and endearments, with their 
arms twined fast round each other; and when 
they got to the door they stopped there for a 
moment to thank papa, and to beg mamma's 
pardon. 

Guess, then, with what tender sympathy 
Louey clung to "Darling," when he had himself , 
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in his tum^ been '^ naughty/' It did, indeed, 
make every one in the house so uncomfortable, 
from papa and mamma, down to the boy who 
came with the letters, when Master Ned was in 
trouble, everybody loved him so. So there was 
a general conspiracy throughout the household 
to shield him whenever he had been *^a-mis- 
behaving of hisself,'' albeit his tell-tale face and 
everlasting tongue never by any chance suflfered 
him to escape th6 fangs of justice. The culprit 
himself, indeed, hardly tried to, his judge was 
so gentle and he loved him so dearly, and con- 
fided in him so implicitly, it was quite against 
his tender, unsophisticated conscience to hide 
anything from him. 

^^ Better be punished by half,*' thought he, 
'' and have done with it ; ain't it, Looloo ? 
You're a dear, good little fellow, not wanting me 
to be whopped, I know, but so's pa a dear, good 
old governor, too ; and I mean to chance him.'' 
So he would march boldly in to papa and 
confess. 

But though sometimes scolded, slapped, and 
put in the comer, puddingless, for his giddy 
schoolboy pranks, and sometimes sent up to bed 
and (the cupboard unlocked, and the much- 
dreaded implement of correction brought out) 
subjected, across pa's knee, in his little white 
night-dress, wriggling, red-faced, and bellowing, 
to its angry discipline, he was still, at bottom, 
the dearest, sweetest boy in the whole world ; all 
entreating love, and not a bit of sulks after the 
first smart was over ; overflowing (just as if he 
were dill under the rod), as fast as his piteous 
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sobs would let him, with humble, penitent pro- 
fessions of being '^ good and sony/^ and sweet 
passionate promises to *' do so no more^^; his 
tender young heart swelling with the eager 
yearning to forgive and be forgiven, to kiss and 
be friends again, a kiss for every blow ; smiling, 
with childlike fondness, through tears, and then 
wondrous soon forgetting it all, and becoming his 
own happy self again. So that his father, while 
always in his heart a little leaning to that heresy 
that, originating in the nursery, had spread so 
widely and deeply among the little village folks 
that he was a sort of sucking, wingless angel,— 
a wild angel, so to speak, of the roast-beef and 
plum-pudding sort, never leant to the heresy with 
a more loving faith than when Master Eddie had 
been his naughtiest and had been flogged for it. 
And what, in return, were the boy^s feelings 
towards his father ? The fierce and haughty 
squire, so terrible to the village lads, was sweet 
and gentle to him ; and if even to him he was 
sometimes terrible, when he had misdemeaned 
himself, the soft young heart still clung to the 
hard hand of the grown-up man with the 
appealing clutch of conscious helplessness, and 
with the love of a child that reverenced the very 
ground he trod upon, he returned the idolatrous 
devotion of a father that loved but little else, 
but loved him passionately. 

Oh, happy boy, then, surely, if ever boy was 
happy, with, on the one hand, such a loving 
younger brother to confide in him and such a 
father and mother, on the other, to check the 
rough, harum-scarum impetuosity of the thought- 
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less schoolboy, and prevent him from killing his 
little playfellow out of pure love ; running him off 
his legs j poisoning his tender stomach with the 
unripe trash of fruit he was himself so fond 
of ; making him clamber up on to his shoulder 
and down his back for a somersault, till he dashed 
his head against a stone ; swinging him giddy 
till he fell, and nearly broke his neck ; leading 
the child into fifty awkward scrapes, in the utter 
fearlessness of the implicit confidence he reposed 
in him ; but he was always so sorry, and always 
did it out of the superabundant overflowing of 
such pure affection that, though it might be 
necessary to punish, it was almost impossible to 
scold, and quite impossible not to smile I 

I was travelling up to town the other day by 
excursion train from the West of England, with 
two such brothers as I have here described. It 
was a pleasant sight indeed to watch the tender 
love and hearty good understanding that existed 
between them. At the first glance I could have 
Rwom that they were brothers. 

Now the younger one, as he fluttered about, 
would settle on the elder one^s lap ; now he 
would get up and make him look with him out of 
the window, where they had taken their places, 
opposite each other; now he would sit down 
opposite to him, and put his little boot up, 
between his legs. And as often as the lesser 
boy drew a tempting bright red apple out of bis 
pocket, the bigger one drew another bright red 
apple out of his, and they began their eating and 
ended it together. Nothing, in a word, could 
exceed the impUcit confidence of the one and the 
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placid ease and good humour of the other. The 
little one had never been to boarding-school, 
plainly ; he was still in knickerbockers, and was 
all pure, unadulterated nature. And the elder one, 
a sturdy, fresh-coloured boy, of some thirteen or 
fourteen, though he would show himself saucy, 
idle, and troublesome enough, I fancy, on occasion, 
there, had still no end of good in him for all 
that. Sweet, gay, lively, bold, and afEectionate, 
as I could easily see he was at bottom, his 
little brother did not love and admire, and cling 
to him, and trust in him without good reason. 

But, after a while, the little one began to 
fidget, and to cast appealing looks at the bigger 
one. He had the toothache, and no love in the 
world on ther elder one^s part could provide any 
remedy for that. However, he did what he 
could; he put his great-coat behind him, and 
made a sort of sofa of his lap, for his little 
bestockinged legs. But it was all of no avail. 
As Shakespeare says : — 

" This is no cure for the tooth-ache." 

And the little one got up from his seat and 
nestled up close to his brother ; and finding no 
ease for his pain, even in that, began to howl. 
The big one tried all he could to comfort him, 
and the little one was very willing to be com- 
forted. Still, the pain was there, and the arm 
round the neck, and being told not to mind, 
didn't make it any better, so every now and 
then he still howled. At last, wearied out and 
ashamed, and unable to relieve the suffering 
of the dear little one, he sought refuge, the 
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evening being now far spent^ in a broken sort 
of doze, ^d, softened as it was by the un- 
failing influences of love and sleep, very beau- 
tiful his face was then, as it were the face of an 
angel. 

But to return to my story. It is a fine morn- 
ings towards the end of May, when Ned starts 
out with his devoted little parasite clinging 
entreatingly to his side. His mother begs him 
not to tire poor little Louey, and his Aunt 
Salkeld warns him not to be too late for dinner, 
as he was the other day ; but he scampers off 
with a heedless " Oh, no, mamma,*' to her, and 
without seeming so much as even to hear his 
Aunt. They walk, run, leap, jump, and frisk in 
anything but a straight line from their father's 
house. At every stage they meet with fresh 
attractions to draw them more and more out of 
their way, forgetful of all but the present plea- 
sure. Now one or two of Master Ned's ne'er- 
do-well class-mates at school, now a merry 
group of ^ood-natured village lads, now a spark- 
ling brook with little fish in it, now a wood with 
its squirrels, and now the young lambs in the 
green meadows, &c. &c. &c. -^t last, in spite 
of the thousand-and-one innocent charms that 
for ever tempt their eyes. Nature insists upon her 
rights, and all at once poor Louey's little legs 
break fairly down. He has been getting more 
and more silent for some time, and now Eddie 
catches a glance at his anxious, flushed little 
face, that says plainly enough, before he opens 
his mouth, ^' Oh, I am so tired ; how ever shall 
we get home ? " At the same time, Ned bethinks 
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him of his aunt's and his mother's injunctions 
before they set out : ^' Mamma expressly told me 
not to tire you^ and to be in good time for dinner; 
how stupid and careless it is of me ! ^^ So he 
takes him up on his back, and runs on as fast 
as he can, for his own vigour, as well as his little 
baby comrade's, is nearly exhausted, and he has 
only just turned to go back, so well has he at- 
tended to what was told him. 

So on he fares. Now he stumbles over some 
ditch and through some gap or other, and with 
difficulty rescues little Louey from a most perilous 
fall, head over heels, into the mud. ''You aren't 
hurt, darling, I hope ; are you ? " gasps he, 
anxiously. '' Don't cry, Looloo, please don't " ; 
for the poor child is sadly scratched, and he 
tenderly rubs the bleeding httle hand between 
his own, with a rueful gesture, just as he had 
often done before when they were still younger, 
and he had hurt the little thing in his blundering 
thoughtlessness, and he kept down his bellowing 
all hjB could, that poor Eddie might not be slapt 
and sent out of the nursery. 

But they are still a goodish way from home 
when they encounter a piteous spectacle, that 
makes them later still. It chances this afternoon 
that ill-natured travellers have been making that 
wretched, barelegged, ragged little Bob Terry 
run anticking all he can after their gilded equi- 
page, showing his nakedness, both fore and aft, 
through his rags at every somersault. And 
when he comes back mortified to his post at the 
gate he has opened for them for nothing, doubly 
cheated out of his halfpenny, and called ''lazy 
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little lubber/' and ^^clod-bopping young beg- 
gar/' and ''brat/' and "cad/' and ''oaf/' and 
" chawbacon " into the bargain, he finds that the 
cattle under his charge have taken the opportu- 
nity to stray ever so far, the perverse brutes. 
But just as he is " fiUing the soul of that wild 
place" with his doleful blubberings,our two young 
travellers Ump wearily up. Oh, how glad he is 
and how quickly he dries his eyes the moment he 
sees our hero ! Oh, he is the boy, if ever any 
one was, I can tell you that, tired as he is with 
dragging poor Looloo along, to run about hither 
and thither, "shishing" and "shooing," and 
chase the straying cattle at last, with extended 
arms, back into the lane. 

But this about finishes them both, for little 
Looloo has been forgetting his fatigue for the 
time, and running about as fast as he can after 
his brother. So the rest of their walk home is a 
most doleful crawl. At last they come in sight 
of home, Louey, upon whom downright cruelty 
has at last had to be put in force, to keep him 
from resting on every bank and every stile, with 
no feeling but one of sheer fatigue ; and Ned, 
not less dog-tired, and lugging him along, with 
one arm round his waist, he leaning the while, 
heavy as lead, against his side ; and both having 
the additional pleasant prospect of a good scold- 
ing from mamma and Aunt " Particular." Of 
course, Ned catches it well from both of them 
on coming in ; but papa, seeing him scarce able 
to speak from fatigue, sets him by his side, and 
alternately pats his steaming head and strokes 
his glowing cheeks. " How hot you are, my poor 
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Ned/* says he ; " there, don't scold the poor boy 
any more, my love/' he adds, turning to mamma ; 
" he is the more tired of the two, I do believe/' 

'' Louey was so tired, and we were so late, I 
had to carry him, and get him along as fast as 1 
could, as well as myself ; it's that that's made me 
so hot, papa," pleads the youthful delinquent. 
And now Ned Waters, the page, of whom more 
anon, appears smilingly bringing in a delicious 
mess from the kitchen, which his fond, brotherly 
aflfection has carefully provided and kept warm 
for them. 

Revived by rest and food, Louey be^ns to 
prattle again, and tell the whole eventful story of 
the day's adventures, and how he should never 
have got home again at all, but must have slept 
in some ditch all night, if Eddie hadn't been there 
to get him along, '^ dear old Eddie." 

After such an adventure as this it took a good 
deal of entreaty on Louey's part, and humble, 
penitential promising not to do so any more on 
Ned's, to get mamma to allow them to go out 
again together, a day or two after, to cricket. 

^^ Oh, mamma," cried Ned, "you must let him 
go, it is the great match of the season between our 
fellows and the Medlars " ( that is, the boys of 
Parson Meddle's Opposition School), ^'and we're 
going to give them such a thrashing. I will be 
BO careful with him, if you'll only let him go; 
oh, do let him, there's a dear good mamma, now." 

So she capitulated at last, after a little more 
kissing and hugging on the part of the two 
eager boys. 

" But do, Ned/' stipulated she, " take care of 
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Mm ; remember how little he is ; so do look after 
him and see that he does not tire himself runnin<r 
about in the sun ; and make him keep his cap on, 
and don^t let him have too much pop/^ 

It was the jolliest game imaginable — every boy 
in the whole world that Ned loved was there. 

Erry, the Fergus and Bethune boys, and all 
the upper school, and a perfect swarm of village 
boys all declaring Master Ned would win ; and 
Louey all implicit faith in his brother^s prowess. 

We have seen how saucy and cruel with him 
the village boys were when they had got him all 
to themselves, but when they were with him, 
amongst others, they could not fag enough for 
their hero prince ; nor brag enough of him, nor 
side enough with him, nor show plainly enough 
that they thought there was no boy like him ; no 
Jimmy like their Jimmy in the Varsal world. 

As appeared very plainly on the present occa- 
sion, when, the Medlars having first innings, they 
fielded for Ned as if their very lives depended 
upon it, and for his opponents for all the world 
like so many half-dead snails. And when Dune- 
din was beaten ignominiously after all, in a single 
innings, and Ned could hardly get a single run, 
though he and his side cheated most shamefully, 
crying out, just like children, for ^' fair balls a 
fellow could hit, not dashed sneaks like those.^^ 
He, in particular, would not go out when his bails 
went flying with a ball of this description, though 
even his own umpire, Bethune, ma., was obliged 
to own that he supposed he was dut by the strict 
rules of the game (of course, he was out as fairly 
as possible) ; and when at last he was obliged tf* 
E 2 
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give in, and threw down his bat in a rage (spring- 
ing it by the way in so doing), and broke off the 
match, their bright young faces grew black with 
suppressed wrath, and sullen indignant murmurs 
went round the field. And they ran up and 
pressed anxiously round him (the tender loyalty 
that would have shed its hearths blood for him to 
the very last drop and died with a proud smile at 
his feet in every face), and cried out, "Never you 
mind. Master Ned, we know who plays best. But 
they cheat, they do ; any one can see that, the 
blackguards ! ^' 

And when afterwards he beat the Medlars into 
fits at running, jumping, wrestling, and the hke, 
they laughed out loud, and crowed and clapped 
their hands, and, as the Medlars thought, were 
'^ a jolly deal too cheeky/^ 

But when the time came for the pop, and cake, 
and oranges, Ned wcnild cut the cake for them, 
and give them an orange apiece to suck^ and 
make them all drink out of his mug after him, 
and join in all the sports afterwards. 

But no one in the field had joined in all the fun, 
with his whole heart and soul, like Louey; no 
one had grieved like him at Ned^s unexpected 
defeat : no one had rejoiced like him at his after- 
triumph. 

He was now fairly sworn in one of Ned*s faith- 
ful troop, and nowhere did Ned go but he begged 
and prayed to go with him, tod cried if mamma 
wouldn^t let him. His being so little, and at the 
same time so passionately fond of his big brother's 
company, was indeed a matter of perplexity to 
poor, loving, anxious mamma. 
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She didn't like taking unfair adrantage of the 
soft, yielding, good-nature of Ned and his little 
company, andi fastening him as a drag upon them^ 
in the boisterous out-door sports their young lives 
so craved after, and yet, if she left him quite by 
himself, to their tender mercies, the poor little 
thing would come back home quite worn out 
amongst them. So it became the duty of Ab (as 
Ned Waters, the page, Ned's nurse's orphan boy, 
christened with and named after him, was fa- 
miliarly rechristened to distinguish him from his 
prince) to take charge of Louey and bring him 
home before he was over tired. And if he ne- 
glected his charge, he was punished by not being 
allowed to go himself next time. Consequently 
there was a constant struggle going on in our 
hero's tender heart, between the exuberant over- 
flow of his animal spirits on the one hand, and his 
extreme good*nature and love of his little brother, 
and sympathy for ^' poor Ab," on the other. 

Louey was very little to bathe when his brother 
first invited him to come with them one broiling 
hot day in July. The little creature gladly, 
eagerly hurried off with him (for when did he 
refuse the-Areat of going with his elder brother?), 
and greatly enjoyed easing himself of his hot 
clothes, and basking all naked in the sun ; but 
he shrank from getting into the unknown water, 
nor did he want to have anything to do with the 
corks they had brought with them (there was 
too much of a physicky look about them), and 
when his brother, insisting upon his fulfilling his 
promise of bathing with them, fastened the corks 
upon him and dragged him with him into the 
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middle of the stream, lie began to cry ; unfortu- 
nately, too,, the corks were not put on tightly 
enough, and, in his prayerful struggles with his 
brother not to leave him, they got so far round 
that when Ned wrenched himself resolutely away, 
he began to sink. Ned replaced them, as he 
thought, all right, and bade him ^^ strike out, 
so '' : the poor child made a tearful effort to 
obey, and floundered about as much like his 
brother as he could ; but the treacherous corks 
slipped on one side again, and he sank once 
more overhead. He now set up a dismal little 
cry of utter helplessness, " Oh, I will never, 
never come out here again with you ; oh, do let 
me out, pray do ! ^' 

Next time Ned and the rest went to bathe, 
Louey, as you may suppose, fought rather shy 
of them; he didn^t like being ducked so; he 
looked wistfully, though, as if he didn't half 
like to say no, and added, after a pause, that 
if Ned would only promise faithfully not to 
make him go in, he should like very much to 
go with them and see them bathe, whilst he took 
care of their clothes. 

So, first of all, he was tempted to take off his 
shoes and stockings, then to take off the rest of 
his apparel and wade in, further and further : the 
day was so very hot, and the water so very cool 
and refreshing. His brother and his troop sur- 
rounded him, and played a hundred pleasant 
antics with him, till he lost all his fear ; one on 
one side and one on another, they swam with him 
into the deep water, holding each a hand, whilst 
he bobbed up and down, and learned to imitate 
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tie action of their legs amidst the encouraging 
applauding shouts of the merry, boyishly romping 
company, all so frank and good-natured, and 
pleased to help the little one. And as he grew 
bolder and bolder, they would let go hold of his 
hand, and put each a hand under his chest ; then 
withdraw all aid for a moment, and then catch 
hold of him in their arms, just as he was sinking. 
Or he would watch them swimming with both 
legs and both arms, with one leg only, with one 
arm only, with no legs, with no arms, with 
neither legs nor arms, on their backs, on their 
sides, on their stomachs, — manwise, dogwise, 
porpoisewise, everythingwise; floating, diving, 
treading water, saving one another from drown- 
ing, in other words, half-drowning one another ; 
splashing, fighting, leaping, and turning somer- 
saults, and playing off ten thousand merry 
gambols. It was the greatest fun in the world 
to watch them. 

Somewhat farther from Eaby than the sturdy 
village lads were ordinarily wont to penetrate in 
their holiday rambles with our hero, there was a 
deep, dark lake, surrounded with woods, and 
here, this summer, had a certain timorous water- 
hen built her nest in a little sedgy island, close by 
its banks. 

^'Master Ned! Master Ned! Master Ned!" 
screamed out our heroes panting young com- 
rades, their young hearts all aflame with the hot 
desire to get it, ^^ you must get that for us ; 
can't you?'* 

'^ But|, how to get at it, papa,'' said he, in 
reciting the wondrous tale to the breathlessly 



d by Google 



136 THE BOYS OP EABY. 

admiring circle of little brothers and sisters at 
home — "there was the difficulty. Over the 
water hung the trunk of a long, slender willow ; 
along that I had to pass, as none of the others 
durst ; but lo, and behold, just as I had got mj 
hand upon the nest and was drawing it out, snap 
went the willow, and plunged me headlong inw) 
the dismal lake. Oh, the water was so cold. 
Fortunately, the bough of the tree bore me up 
for a moment, and in that moment Harry Fergus, 
Wat Bethune, Jim Ardley, Ned Benstead, and 
the rest of them, seized hold of the lower end of 
the tree and dragged it, me^ and the nest safe to 
land, else I should have got a pretty ducking,'* 
laughed the reckless boy,in conclusion, "shouldn't 
I, eh, papa ? Wouldn't you have liked to be 
there, Looloo, and helped pull the bough and me 
on it to shore ? " 

Wouldn't Looloo, just ? But the little fellow 
had been rather over tired the last few days, and 
Abbie had had to take him home, little as either 
of the boys liked it, before Master Ned and the 
other boys had got so far. 

Then again, in the hot evenings of July and Au- 
gust, what famous fun they had out wasp-nesting ! 
See there they go, with their candle and lantern, 
their gunpowder paste fixed at the end of a stick, 
and a spade to dig out the nest, and all armed 
with great boughs to beat the wasps down. They 
light their gunpowder and hold it to the hole. 
It burns fizzingly away in a stream of fiery 
sparks. Look sharp, you sleepy wasps, there, 
you're being suffocated. A sod is now clapt to 
the hole to keep in the fumes, and when they 
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think the deed is done, they dig the nest out. 
But the wasps are not dead yet, my boys, but 
merely irritated, and now they rush out to take 
summary vengeance upon their assailants. Hark ! 
There is a hum, just ! and out they rush ! The 
cowards fly, some screaming, with a host of 
angry insects rushing after them, hissing in their 
ears, tangling in their hair, darting into their 
bosoms, and stinging them in a dozen places like 
a sharp, red-hot needle, for hours after. One 
brave boy alone stands at his post, waves his 
bough gallantly, defends himself stoutly, beats 
down the insects in clouds, and escapes without a 
single sting, bearing the nest finally away in 
triumph. Any fisherman will give him six- 
pence for it ; that's six penn'orth of cakes and 
lollipops to console his less fortunate comrades 
for their piteous stings.* 

* The last two pages are based on that delightful work, 
Hewitt's " Boy's Country Book," now out of print. 
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ATTY^S EETURN VISIT TO EABY. 

Judge, then, when the delights of Raby were so 
many and exquisite, with what eagerness our 
hero's cousin Atty had looked forward to his 
return visit ever since Christmas, and counted 
the days, as they dragged heavily by, with his 
knife upon his dearly-beloved familiar, the 
notched stick I have already referred to. But, 
oh, poor boy ! when the time came, his hard, 
cruel stepfather made him stay behind, as poor 
Atty thought, " out of his horrid spite against 
him,'' but as he said, to keep " poor Georgy com- 
pany." '^ He's a much better companion for you, 
I'm sure," quoth Mr. H., " than that rude, mis- 
chievous, quarrelsome, intolerably noisy boy,^^ 
meaning our hero. 

'^ Oh, no, pa," interrupted Atty, eagerly, 
^^ indeed he isn't, is he. Ma ? He-^ ." 

"Don't contradict me, Sir, if you please," 
sternly rejoined Mr. H. ; '^ I know what he is 
well enough without your help. I had quite 
enough of him last Christmas; and besides, 
you've got your holiday task to prepare, I can't 
have that neglected on any account. So not 
another word : you stay with your brother here." 
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Poor unfortunate Atty I He durstn't say 
much, lie knew only too well his " brother here ^* 
would plague him so if he did ; but, oh, how he 
did cry^ poor boy, when they went, leaving him to 
" his brother here^s ^^ tender mercies. 

It is now late in June, and the holidays are 
just beginning, and I see those glorious young 
creatures, Ned and Louey, the Ferguses, the 
Bethunes (who didn^t go home with the other 
boys this Midsummer), the Ardleys, the Ben- 
steads, Jack Ross, Bill Gwynne, and the rest of 
the village lads, in a rich, luscious picture of 
iull-blown flowers and blossoms of all colours, 
and round them the fields, with their poppies, 
clover, and vetches ; the hedges with their May 
blossoms, wild roses, and honeysuckles; the 
meadows with their grass, dandelions, daisies, and 
buttercups ; the banks and ditches with their 
blue-bells, violets, forget-me-nots, foxgloves, and 
convolvuluses ; the woods with the rich green of 
ferns, and all manner of trees, and the river-side 
with all these delights put together, and innu- 
merable others of its own besides — the sunflower, 
the marigold, and the water-lily. 

I see my youthful favourites start up before 
me, in bosky dells and glades, bathed in a rich 
sea of beautiful colours, themselves the radiant 
centre of the delightful picture, making it 
heavenly with the halo of human life and beauty. 
I see them leaping over stiles into the woods, 
after the snakes and squirrels, and rabbits and 
hares, and pheasants and partridges (nothing 
comes amiss to iliem) ; fishing under the bridge 
by the stony brook, in the midst of green leaves 
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and mossy herbage, or paddling after the fish 
with naked feet. 

Oh ! that river, that beautiful river ! No 
rustic urchin, however small and timorous, could 
resist toddling after Master Ned to its very 
margin. He soothed their baby fears with such 
caressing gentleness ! They are beside it now, 
on their way to the station, to meet the party from 
Netherby. 

^^ Oh, Master Ned, Master Ned I '^ cries one of 
the very least of them, clinging f earsomely round 
his leg ; '' the mermaids ! the mermaids ! '' 

" Why what about the mermaids ? '^ replies 
Ned, smiling, his arm put endearingly half- 
round the other's neck, and his hand pressed, 
brother-like, to his warm, ruddy cheek. ^^ What- 
ever are the mermaids, Tom, I should like to 
know ? '' 

The little one then says, nestling close up to 
Jiim, " The mermaids are them nasty things 
what crome you '' (that is '^ hook you '*) ^^into 
the water. I see one jist now — ^a grit, big thing, 
like a feesh.^* 

'^Oh, do show me where, Tom,^' cries our 
hero, excitedly. '' It was a great big pike, I'll 
warrant.'' 

And then the little thing^s fears melt away 
into rapture, and they all paddle in after it. And 
there is no end of fun about " pitching into " the 
"grit big mermaid," baked, with her belly full of 
stuffing ; and the little thing is immensely tickled 
with darling Eddie's humour, albeit exercised 
somewhat at its own expense. 

This little creature figured along with our 
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hero, some years after, in a very pathetic scene 
indeed. His gun exploded, out crow-scaring, 
and the village surgeon could do nothing with 
him ; lie would let no one but " dear Master 
Eddie ^^ touch his hand to remove the mutilated 
fingers. But when, to please the poor boy, he 
consented to do his best — as good a best as was 
reasonably to be expected, considering he couldn^t 
see out of his eyes for pity — Tom no longer 
shrank from the surgeon's knife when he saw it 
in the hand of the prince he loved ; but, putting 
his piteously disfigured hand with patient alacrity 
mto the one hand, he suffered* him to lop and 
cut the fingers off with the other, that had never 
till now given him, or any one else, anything but 
pleasure, with all the fortitude he could muster, 
his poor tearful eyes all canine devotion, his poor 
restless mouth struggling with his sobs for 
patience. 

But little foreseeing that sad time in the 
distant years, the tiny urchin was gleefully 
assisting our hero to land the pike, when, draw- 
ing out his ^^ ticker,^' and looking attentively at 
it, he began to calculate. 

'^ Let's see. Half -past two and a few minutes 
over by this, now. And it loses, say, four or five 
minutes a day. And papa set it right for me by 
his— let me see, what day was it ? One day last 
week, or the week before, I know. And allow- 
ing a blessing for his watch being a little slow, 
and this getting every day slower and slo\^er, it 
must be getting on for three. And the train gets 

into Arlingham at When does it, Jim ? '' 

'' Somewheres about now, I fancy,'' quoth 



d by Google 



142 THE BOYS OF EABY. 

Jim, having even a dimmer idea than Ned himself 
what time '^now " was, ^' half an hour or so earher 
or later, ^cording to circumstances/^ 

" By Jove ! I must be off then/^ quoth Ned, 
and ran off as hard as he could pelt. 

But bitter was his disappointment at not seeing 
Atty. " Oh, Auntie,^^ cried he, looking eagerly 
all round for his cousin, ^^ whereas Atty ? Isn^t 
he come ?^^ 

And his sharp cry of bitter disappointment, 
and the words of anger against his uncle and pity 
for Atty that followed it, were the sweetest of 
music in the ears of Atty^s mother. And I 
heartily wish Atty could have heard them at 
Netherby ; for he would have found them very 
pleasant too, and they would have comforted 
him. 

Poor boy, whilst mamma and Nelly were enjoy- 
ing themselves so all those happy Midsummer 
holidays at Raby, he was being half worried to 
death at home, by his stern stepfather, and his 
savage stepbrother stirring him up (as he called 
it) all through the tedious lonesome day, with such 
a fearful system of petty bullying, that, after long 
lying, more and more lamblike- quiet and passive 
every day, one afternoon he so danced about in 
an agony of childish despair and flung out such 
piteous expressions of desolate yearning after 
mamma and Nelly, that his faithful liege, Harry 
Larkins, quite alarmed, slipped a blurred specimen 
of his own precious caligraphy into the tear- wet 
letter from the poor wretch to mamma, he 
posted with the rest that evening, begging and 
praying her 'Ho return to poor, poor, poor dear 
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Master A^tty, or he would die (like the prince in 
the fairy tale) , he knew he would^^ ; and frightened 
his poor fond mother, in her then delicate state 
of health (for she had not now long to live), 
almost into a fainting fit with the piteous account 
he gave of her unlucky boy. 

But, oh ! naughty, selfish little Nelly, how 
sorry she was to go back home again, to be sure ; 
how she cried and sulked ; but here the gene- 
rosity of our young hero showed itself. ^' Oh, 
remember poor, poor Atty,^^ whispered he, " all 
alone by himself; it^s bitter, very bitter to part, 
I can^t deny that, but still IWe dear papa and 
mamma, and Erry and Ab and the Ferguses and 
Wat and Li Bethune, and my sisters, and Louey 
and Fee and Foley, and my schoolfellows ; and 
all the village boys quite idolize me ; but he's 
all alone in the world, with no one to love him 
but you and auntie, so you onust go ; papa himself, 
though he's so sorry to lose you, confesses you 
must. Look at him, how he bears the parting, 
and m bear it the same. Yes ! I'll bear it like 
a man.'' Though the effort made him clench his 
teeth and hands with boyish anguish, so he would. 
But, alas ! he was but di,hoy and couldn't, it was 
too dead against nature. 

And now Nelly was called to go away. After 
a short interval, she appeared with streaming 
eyes, plainly quite overwhelmed with excessive 
sorrow, and a few moments after her our hero, 
vainly attempting to disguise the transparent 
fact that she had succeeded at last in making 
him cry — that he had been crying with lier, 
" Oh, papa,'' cried he, as the tears grew worse 
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and worse, in spite of all his struggles against 
them (recollect, he had never undergone a painful 
parting before), '^ don^t think me a selfish boy. 
I don^t want to keep Nell and Auntie frona poor 
dear Atty, but I can^t help crying. The tears 
^vill come, do what I will to keep them down. I 
can't stop them any longer, and it's too much 
pain to try.'' 

So saying, he surrendered his poor eyes at 
last to the pleasing agony, and the tears over- 
flowed their sluices, and mingled freely with 
Nelly's. 

The presents Nelly received from her several 
cousins for herself and " poor Atty," on going 
away, were beyond anything. A certain portion 
her mother (she herself being purely passive 
and indiflferent in her great affliction) left behind, 
as not wishing her little nephews and nieces to 
be sorry next day, when they were themselves 
again, and wouldn't know, what to do for grief 
at the want of them, poor little things. And 
the rest Arthur Middleton faithfully promised to 
replace should they be too much missed. 

Poor Atty ! when Nelly came home she made 
him feel keenly how sorry she was, and it 
cut him to the heart, you may well suppose. 
He wasn't surprised at her sorrow at leaving 
such a delightful place as Raby, but it wasn't 
his fault that he was so dull ; how could he pos- 
sibly be otherwise ? " Can I, mamma ? " said 
he ; " Isn't it hard then that Nelly should be so 
cross and peevish, instead of being a little 
pleased to see me, when I am so glad to see 
her ? I've had such a dismal time of it all my 
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holidays ; I think she might try to cheer me up 
a bit before I go back to school. I want her 
to tell me all about Uncle Arthur, and Cousin 
Ned, and the rest — all about Raby, in fact; 
but she's so vexed at my having dragged her 
away, that when I speak to her she'll hardly 
answer me a word. Oh, how sorry I B,m now 
for it, but it wasn't my fault, was it, mamma?" 
Here he was a little mean, I am sorry to say, 
for he added, ^^it was Harry, you know." 
(This was all poor Harry got for his faithful 
sympathy.) 

Her mother then gently .scolded her naughty 
Nelly, who, after a short but sharp struggle 
with the demon of selfishness that had got 
such terribly fast hold of her — '^ the black dog 
on her back," as we used to say as children, — 
shook him off and woke up from her ugly dream, 
and repented, and was her own dear, good, 
unselfish self again : just the sort of little girl, 
that is to say, that encourages her younger 
brother to be good, and frowns upon him when 
he is naughty, and weeps when it is found neces* 
sary that he should be corrected; the sort of 
little girl that is ever the first to give crumbs to 
the redbreast, to run and pick up the child 
that has fallen, and to condole with its crying — 
in other words, just such a girl as Ned was a 
boy. 
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A ROLAND FOB AN OLIVER. 

And now the Midsummer holidays were fast 
drawing to a close, and little Looloo had coaxed 
papa and mamma very hard to let him go to 
school with ^*^ darling Angj'^ ; he loved Ned so 
before, and he had got to love him so doubly 
well these holidays, that he could not bear to 
be parted from him, and they had promised that 
if Ned was a good boy next half, and showed 
he could safely be trusted with him, they should 
go to Fergus's together after Christmas. 

And to console the little fellow for not going 
with him next Monday he took him out with 
him for the last happy Saturday afternoon fish- 
ing, when, abandoning his own magnificent rod 
that papa had given him, to the care of two or 
three contending little rustics, he stood by to help 
the little Louey with his own much humbler two 
bamboo sticks. Louey, on his part, was glad 
enough, you may be sure, to have him to put 
on his worm, to unhook his line from the boughs 
above the water, and the sedge and stones be- 
neath it, and to stand by and tell him when to 
pull up and when to give more line, when to 
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put in his worm and when to pall out his fish. 
It gave the little fellow fresh heart when he had 
toiled all the afternoon and caught nothing, for 
Ned to come and stand by him and teach him 
'*^tli.e gentle art/' "Now do as I tell you, 
Louey, and you^ll be sure to catch some ; first 
of all, let me put on a fresh worm, and now put 
in there ; there's a swarm of fish in that hole ; 
look ! there's one biting already. Ah ! now he's 
gone; never mind, there's another; give him 
a little more play there; you'll have him this 
time; there's not much of the worm left, Fll 
be bound; he's got a good taste of the hook, 
too, or he's stronger than I take him for. Now, 
then — pull — not too hard though, or you'll break 
your line ; he's quite safe ; there, that's it. Well 
done, Louikin ! Not a very big one, but in 
beautiful condition. You'll give me a taste of 
it, Louey, when it's dressed to-morrow for break- 
fast, won't youy darling ? only just a little taste, 
and the rest for yourself and mamma, you 
know." 

Happy, happy little Louey ; happy in his in- 
fantine simplicity, for, to tell the plain, un- 
varnished truth, boys of his own age and 
standing thought foul scorn of Master Ned's 
fishermanship. He was, indeed, too Restless, too 
impetuous, ever to fish well, any more than he 
was to make a good score at your ultra-scientific 
cricketing, at which he was for ever making 
sky-high spoons, and being caught out, or else 
being bowled out by '' slows," highly indignant, 
and crying out ^^it wasn't fair; no, that it 
wasn't, hang you ! " 

L 2 
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And all the time Ned and the other boys kept 
telling Looloo (whom they one and all made 
quite a pet of) all manner of wondrous exploits 
and adventures that he had been their captain 
in, till his little heart fairly burnt within him, 
and he sighed to think what a Black Monday 
the coming Black Monday would be for him, 
now that he wasnH to go to Ferguses with Ned 
till after Christmas. 

But Erry, who, with his father, was come on a 
visit to the Hall for the last few weeks of his 
holidays, before going to Mugby, played them 
all a very mean trick. 

It so happened that he and Harry Fergus 
had gone that afternoon into Arlingham, 
on some errand of his uncle^s, with which 
they had thought fit to mix up certain saucy 
larks of their own. But the larks had not come 
off satisfactorily. The two boys had been very 
roughly received at the scene of their larks on 
their way back, and had to slink crestfallen away 
with drooping heads, after a thorough good sound 
jobation, and much angry brandishing in their 
faces of a most unpleasantly, and offensively, and 
every way ignominiously, demonstrative horse- 
whip. 

So, disappointed as they had been before they 
set out at not having secured Ned for a com- 
panion, and returning home thus discomfited 
besides, they were both of them just in the ill- 
conditioned humour to make themselves any 
amends they could at the expense of our hero 
and his harmless little company. So seeing what 
they were about, and hearing them very noisy, 
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they stopped the cart at a gate pretty close by, 
and shouted to them. They shouted, once, twice, 
nay, even thrice, but there was no reply. The 
boys were all absorbed in their story-telling, and 
in paddling for fish, and were as deaf as so maiiy 
adders. 

^'I say. Jack,'* quoth Erry, *^'let^8 have a 
spree with them. I^ve got a bit of a crow to 
pick with Ned for not going with us this after- 
noon, and preferring the precious society of the 
cards and that baby Looloo.^^ 

" All right,^^ quoth the other young scamp ; 
" I owe Ned one, too, for the nasty trick he 
played me the other day, you know.'^ (Here he 
reminded Erry of the incident in question, the 
nature of which, however, I have forgotten.) " I 
haven^t rightly served Jim Crow out for it yet, 
so trick for trick says I." 

'' Well, then,^^ quoth Erry, '^ hand us out the 
sacks, and fasten the bridle to the gate, and 
come along and let^s see if we can^t bother 
them.'' 

So they stole quietly to the pool, and seeing 
their poor victims still unconscious of their 
presence, they caught up their clothes, — jackets, 
waistcoats, trousers, socks, boots, everything — an d 
slipped them into the sacks ; then, splitting with 
elfin laughter, they ran off, each with a sack 
across his shoulders, as hard as they could bolt, 
to the gate, jumped into the cart, and drove off. 

This was a mean trick, I think, to play the 
boys, who had to run home stark naked, and 
ashamed, and in a fright what their parents 
would say about the loss of their clothes. How- 
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ever, Erry got well paid out for it — trust Messrs- 
Ned and Co. for that. 

Ttey tried on, in the first place, a white sheet, 
turnip, and lantern, by way of a ghost, to 
frighten him; but, when he was not so easily- 
frightened as all that, they paid him out another 
way, as follows : — 

The two Bethunes and Ned Waters crept 
noiselessly out of the house at night, and made 
a noise at the door like burglars, whilst Ned, 
as he lay in bed, himself, as usual, on the out- 
side, and Erry on the inside, and little Looloo 
nestling close in between them, had been pre- 
tending to be asleep, but now he made believe 
to wake up with a violent start, crying out, 
" Oh, Err J, whatever noise was that V^ 

"What noise V^ asked unsuspicious Erry. 

" That noise,^^ replied Eddie. ^^ I^m sure I 
heard a strange noise outside the window, and 
now there^s a noise inside the house as well. 
Oh ! I say, Erry, do you hear those stealthy 
footsteps down below ? Hark ! now they^e 
getting plainer and plainer. Oh, dear-a-me, 
dear-a-me I I am so frightened ! ^^ 

Just then his confederates shot oflf a rusty old 
pistol they had somehow managed to get hold 
of, and then a moment after they burst into the 
room, gasping out wildly, " Oh, Eddie ! oh, 
Eddie ! the burglars ! Did you hear that pistol 
shot just now ? ^^ 

And now our hero screamed and bounced 
about, and made a great piece of work, whilst 
Looloo clung to him, tight as wax, pretending 
awful funk, but really to smother up his laughter. 
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And now were heard the fierce hurried steps 
of papa and Uncle Salkeld rushing upstairs to 
ascertain what on earth was the matter, so the 
70uiig rogue screamed out again, louder than 
ever, " Hark ! I say ; they^re coming up, they 
are. Don^t you hear them ? Oh, Erry ! oh, 
Looloo dear ! Whatever tuill become of us ? 
Whatever shall we do ?'^ 

Now, if Erry had been half sharp, he would 
have noticed that though Ned screamed enough 
for six, there was no real agony in his screams, 
and though he tumbled about incessantly as 
heavily as the quicksilver in his light young 
body would let him, there was no real terror 
in lus tumblings. But he was a simple honest 
English country lad, and was completely taken 
in, and papa and Uncle Particular, flinging open 
the door a moment after, found the boys all 
scampering about and hiding themselves in all 
directions, and Erry, in an awful fright, thinking 
they were the burglars come up to murder them. 

And then Master Ned had the impudence to 
fling himself into papa's arms without any cere- 
mony, crying out : '' It^s all a joke, papa. I say, 
Erry, who stole the clothes ? Who stole the clothes 
this afternoon, and made us all go home stark 
naked ?^' 

Uncle Salkeld was very urgent that the boys 
should be soundly flogged all round. ^^ You are 
raining that boy of yours, Middleton,'' quoth 
he, ^' indulging him so.'^ 

But papa only pulled Ned^s ears, and bade 
them ^^ Get into bed and go to sleep. ^' 

However, when he heard about the pistol, he 
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did scold young Heedless a bit for that^ • and 
strictly forbade him ever again to touch it. We 
shall see, however, that he did touch it again, 
and to some purpose, too. 

"What a precious hard heart your g-ovemcr 
must have, En'y,^^ complained Ned to Erry, whea 
they were gone ; Papa, you may be sure^ wiik 
the pistol safe enough in his pocket. ^^ He mu^ 
have the heart of Jack Ketch hiuiself to wart 
papa to flog me, and he going away so sooi, 
too.^^ 

" Every boy isn^t so lucky as you,^' murmurd 
poor Erry, faintly, for he couldn^t help feelin^ 
rather ashamed of his "governor.^^ ^^Bveiy 
boy hasn^t such a good father as you have. I 
only wish I had. I only wish mine wasn^t © 
awful rough.^^ 

" I didn't mean to grieve you, Erry,^^ apolo- 
gized soft-hearted Ned; "I love uncle well 
enough ; he's a good sort too, and perhaps as 
you're going to be a soldier, your papa ought 
to be rough. But when Fm grown up I shall 
have nothing to do but to love everybody as 
well as ever I can, and make everybody happy- 
So, though your papa does say mine spoils me, 
I do think he's in the right to be so merciful 
with me as he is ; for though he often spares me 
when I'm afraid he oughtn't to, every time I^m 
sorrier and sorrier, and resolve more and more 
not to grieve him so again ; and I know, what- 
ever you may think, I wouldn't deliberately 
disobey and grieve him for the whole world." 

" Jim Crow turned preacher ! " ejaculated 
EiTy. '' Well, of aU and of aU ! " 
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'^ I w^on't preach any more,'^ laughed our hero; 
" I^m not cut out for the trade, I know, but let 
me say just this one thing before saying Amen. 
I know you won't believe me, but though I shall 
have it all my own way at home, and be able to 
do just whatever I please when he^s gone, I 
shall carry a heavy heart away on Monday, for 
all that, when I leave you three at the station/^ 

" Thank you, dear old Jimmj,^' sighed Erry ; 
'' and so shall I. Oh, that blessed Mugby ! I 
wish it was at the very bottom of the sea. I love 
no place like this, and no fellow like you in the 
whole world. My heart aches already, I know.^^ 
And with that, putting both arms round our 
heroes neck, he kissed him, cousin-like, and sigh- 
ingly wished him ^^ good night,^^ not feeling 
half in spirits for any more talk just then. 

But great was little Looloo^s glee over his fish 
at breakfast next morning, and delicious was his 
perplexity how to distribute it amongst so many 
beloved mouths. Mamma must have a bit, and 
so must darling Eddie, as he had promised him ; 
so must papa, especially as he was going to 
London to-morrow; so must everybody. And 
yet his own little mouth watered for it too, and 
he naturally wanted to eat his first fish himself. 
Besides, though Looloo thought so much of it, 
the fish was not a big one after all. However, 
Ned managed it all right for him. He put the 
fish entire upon his plate, and helped him to 
plenty of mashed potatoes and greens with it, 
and mixed the melted butter Buttons had good- 
naturedly got the cook to make expressly for it 
with the proper proportion of anchovy sauce. 
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that he might eat his first fish in style. And 
when the loving little creature wanted to force 
his fork with some on it into his mouth, and 
mammals, and every one^s all rou'nd the table, 
Eddie, being the eldest, was too many for him 
in the sweet contest of love that followed, and 
made him eat his fish all himself, except '' just 
one taste '' that he would make him and mamma 
have. 

" You promised to taste my fish,'* complained 
the little one, '^ so you must take this bit." 

" A stunning delicious fish, that 'ere, ain't it, 
Looloo ? well worth running a mile race with 
nothing on but our skins, as we did yesterday, 
eh?" quoth Ned, smiling and pretending to 
smack his gluttonous lips after it; "but we 
served Tiger out for it nicely last night, didn't 
we ? And we'll serve slow Jack out too ; I 
know how to dodge him: only wait till he 
comes again next Saturday, and you'll see if I 
don't. Only don't say anything about it, Looloo, 
will you ?" 

'^ Oh, darling," quoth Louey, putting the last 
bit of fish into his little mouth, *^ you may trust 
me not to say anything. I never repeat any- 
thing you tell me not ; you know I never told 
any one about " 

" Hush, you little duffer," remonstrated our 
hero, as he smilingly made as if he would shut 
his mouth, not that he really minded papa know- 
ing anything he did ; a leakier pitcher, indeed, 
than he himself was couldn't well be, but he 
dearly loved to play at secrets. ^^ Hush, you 
little duffer, you're telling now whatever it was.'^ 
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^^ Oil ! ^' cried Looloo, simply, " and so I was ; 
I beg your pardon, Eddie ; I^m sure, I ^* 

*' ALl, Louey, you're a pretty one to keep a 
secret,^' laughed papa, who knew pretty well 
what Eddie's '^secrets'' meant, and wasn't 
improperly curious. 

'^ Isn't he a little duffer, pa?" quoth Ned, 
passing his hand through the little one's golden 
locks with a loving smile, and kissing him, like 
the tender brother he was, as he went on : 
" But I say, pa, I saw two such lovely peaches 
in the garden this morning. Now, I want to 
know if I and Looloo are good boys, and leave 
them both for you and ma, won't you let us two 
go with you, and uncle, and Erry, to the station 
to-morrow ? I'll run every inch of the way back 
and I won't be five minutes late for school : and 
it doesn't matter much either even if I am late, 
for what with the new boys, and rearranging 
the classes, and one thing and another, there's 
never much done the prst day : then out comes 
Daddy Fergus's cane, and to it we all go like 
steam. So do let us, please do, there's a dear 
good pa.." 

And with that he kissed him, whilst pa smiled 
dutiful acquiescence in the conditions proposed. 
So Ned and Looloo ran out and fetched them, 
Looloo one for mamma, and Ned one for papa, 
and Ned told Louey of the rod he had in picklie 
for Harry, whilst Louey, looking with loving 
diligence among the leaves, found a peach for 
him too. But after he had applied it to the 
longing mouths of all his brothers and sisters, 
there was nothing of it left for the generous 
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boy himself but the skin. Then, as the children 
all began to get ready for Sunday-school, where 
the loving Looloo was ever Master Ned's little 
model scholar : '^ Ain't you done well, Looloo, 
this morning?'' quoth our hero, sucking his 
fingers contentedly enough ; ^* first fish, then 
peaches." 

All this while Erry had been sent oflF to 
Arlingham Station, by his father, to inquire if 
the time of their train to-morrow had been 
altered since November, Mr. Salkeld not having 
observed till late yesterday that the Bradshaw at 
the Hall was not for that month, papa not having 
moved from home since then. '^Just like 
Uncle Particular," as irreverent Jumping Jimmy 
grumbled ; " as if the time of that train ever 
did alter from year's end to year's end." 

However, his young cousins found him at 
home on their return from Sunday-school, and 
all the rest of the day — the last of the dear old 
Raby days for him — they one and all, from Ned 
down even to little Foley, made as much of him 
as ever they knew how, and did all they could 
to please him. But as bedtime grew nearer 
and nearer, his spirits fell lower and lower, and 
he nestled closer and closer to Uncle Atty and 
Ned and the three little boys. But when he 
wished them all good-night, the tears stood in 
his eyes; and all the time Ned and he were 
undressing he said never a word. But when he 
lay down in bed by Ned's side, he feU on his 
neck and shed his tears into his bosom, and Ned 
had a hardish time with him in his discon- 
solate tumblings and tossings to and fro. For- 
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innately^ however, his eyes were heavy with 
sorrow, and he soon dropped quietly off to sleep. 

But when he wished them aU good-bye next 
morning he fairly wept aloud. *^ I have been 
so very happy here," sobbed he, ^^ so very, very 
happy; and IVe been such a worthless ungrateful 
boy. That's what hurts me most; I feel I 
m^lid to cry. IVe been such a worthless un- 
grateful boy, Eddie, to you and uncle, and you 
two have both of you been so much too good 
to me.'^ 

Thus lamenting himself, he followed papa, 
uncle, Ned, and Louey into the carriage en route 
for Arlingham Station. 

There the three travellers all took their tickets 
for the up train, but whilst Mr. Salkeld and his 
boy booked for Mugby, papa's business detained 
him for an uncertain period in town. 

What ^^ moving accidents'' befell our hero 
from the time he left his late playfellow standing 
at the window of the railway carriage, 

" Speechless and fixed in all the death of woe,** 

between his papa and his uncle, to the time 
when, a trembling and conscience-stricken cul- 
prit, he stood once more in his angry papa's 
awful presence, will furnish ample matter for 
the two following chapters. 
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THE GREAT RABY OECHAED BOBBEEY. 

Papa had now been away about a f ortniglit, when 
one unlucky Saturday afternoon, as Master Ned 
and his companions were larking about in the 
pleasant woods about Raby, their pure cheeks 
glowing with health and beauty after their mid- 
day bathe in the rippling Eld, one of them, that 
unlucky Ardley minor, always in a scrape- 
always, somehow — chanced to light upon a part- 
ridge^s nest ; and whilst he was calling out to the 
rest to come and look, and Master Ned was calling 
out to him to ^^ bag them, 1^11 give you a shilling 
for them; here^^ (showing a bright new one 
between his thumb and fore-finger), up stole the 
gamekeeper, and collared him nest in hand, and 
out tumbled the eggs, and were squashed. 

The rest now wanted to skulk away, and leave 
poor Ned Ardley to his fate ; but our hero was 
far too brave and noble a boy for that. 

" He,'^ quoth he, boldly pointing to poor Ard- 
ley, who stood cowering by ; '^ he never meant io 
take the eggs, you great fool, you ! IM have 
taken them fast enough, if I'd been he, but he 
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was too great a soft, and as for their being 
squashed, that was all your faalt, and so I shall 
tell Sir Henry if I'm asked about it/' 

Then the rest, who before had shrunk aside 
with, drooping heads, all joined in with one accord, 
and began to sauce ^^ Old Velveteens"; so he left 
them all guflEawing scornfully at his sulky cur- 
mudgeon's mutterings, and elated to the last 
degree, and even Tom Ardley, himself in a flutter 
between fear of the ultimate consequences and 
implicit confidence in brave, brave Master Ned, 
who, like a great strong wasp, had so boldly 
broken through the spider's web, for the poor 
little trembling fly that lay helplessly chained 
inside it, whilst Master Ned jigged saucily about, 
teetotum like, singing as follows : — 

As me and my comrades 

Were setting of a snare, 

'Twas then we spied the gamekeeper, 

But for him we didn't care. 

For we can wrestle and 4ight, my boys, 

And jump o'er anywhere. 

For it's my delight, on a shiny ni^ht, 

At this season of the year. 

As me and my comrades 
Were setting four or five. 
And taking of him up again, 
We caught the hare alive. 
We caught the hare alive, my boys, 
And through the woods did steer. 
For it's my delight, on a shiny night, 
At this season of the year. 

We threw him o'er our shoulders. 
And then trudged gaily home ; 
We took him to a certain house. 
And sold him for a crown. 
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We sold him for a crown, my boys ; 
Excuse my saying where. 
For its my delight, on a shiny night, 
At this season of the year. 



Their success in tHs affair made Master Ned 
and his associates rather saucy and riotous, I fear, 
for they scuflBed about and made a great noise in 
the churchyard before afternoon service next 
day. And when Parson Meddle roughly broke 
up their sport, and, angrily calling them in and 
making them sit quiet in the school-room till 
church-time, read them a sharp lecture on their 
goings on yesterday, 'Hheir poaching,^' as he 
termed it, which he assured them he should 
bring before their master's notice, without fail, 
next morning, as he also should their gross con- 
tempt of the Sabbath, brawling in the church- 
yard as they had just been doing, for which (as 
he told them) in the good old days when 
authority was held in due reverence, they would 
have had to do penance in a white sheet before all 
the congregation at the end of the afternoon 
service, as being ipso facto excommunicated, and 
how would they have liked that, he should Uke 
to know ? 

"Hang him,'' muttered Master Ned between 
his clenched teeth, his face black with mortified 
pride and swollen with suppressed rage. " Hang 
him ! What's he got to do with it ? The game's 
Sir Harry Maitland's, not his. I'll have my re- 
venge upon him for this — I vow I will — getting 
me into a row for nothing, just as papa 's coming 
home." 
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And the unpopiilar parson's orchard was 
robbed for him that very evening. 

Now at Raby there was a certain sour old 
woman, that kept a tuck-shop for the village 
children, by the name of Hannah Bunch. She 
was a regular attendant at the Thursday prayer- 
meetings of the Reverend Jonas Meddle, M.A., 
but only for the sake of the loaves and fishes, or, 
in. plain English, of the parish allowance, which, 
instead of purchasing loaves of bread with it for 
the poor Kttle Bunches and Bunchesses, she was 
wont stealthily to embezzle in the purchase 
of gin for herself. So, though she won the pro- 
found respect of the simple parson by her pious 
groanings over the manifold enormities of the 
wicked village of Raby, she was not quite so 
thoroughly appreciated by the idle, irreverent 
village fry when they found her half insensible 
on a doorstep from the eflTects of her favourite 
tipple. 

Naturally enough, therefore, she cordially hated 
every one of them, "the nasty perwoking little 
imps,'^ for the '^ munges ^^ they made at her, and 
their "imperence,*' and the petty school-boy 
tricks her vinegar humour provoked them to 
play upon her; and even Master Ned himself 
she did not love, for he laughed sometimes, and 
stared rudely at her, or rather she fancied he did, 
and what ill-conditioned ugly old woman needs 
much solid ground for hating a fine, lively, hand- 
some boy ? 

Accordingly, when papa called upon her by- 
and-by for rod number two, wherewith to. 
chastise "his worthless boy,'' whilst carefully 

M 
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selecting her cruellest and biggest for the pur- 
pose, her dull eyes blinked with malicious glee as 
she observed, " This an't the fust, squire, as Fve 
sold for him, and won't be the last, I reckon/' 
And then she took the long-coveted opportunity 
of imparting to papa certain awkward items 
of information about the general conduct of our 
poor luckless hero, that got him many a sharp 
extra cut from the angry squire, no doubt; for 
against disrespect to age and infirmity, on the 
part of his boy, he was ever inexorably severe. 
And when poor sobbing Ned came to tell his 
own story, it was too late — the thing was done. 
He had had his whipping. 

But to return to the afternoon in question. 
She, the said old woman, nursing in her shri- 
velled old bosom the said malicious feelings against 
the whole race of Raby boys, on seeing a noisy 
troop of them passing by her cottage, and 
noticing a certain ring of devilry in their saucy 
uproarious laughter, watched them stealthily 
until she found out what they were doing, and 
then went and gave information to the parson. 

'^Them Sunday schollards o' youm, Muster 
Muddle,'' quoth she, ^'are at some mischief or 
other, I know, up in the orchard yonder, and 
Master Middleton, the grinning young monkey, 
is at the head on 'em." 

On the alarm being given, they all scudded 
away as fast as their legs would carry them, all 
except Master Ned and a very little boy, right 
up at the top of a very big tree, on which he 
had unluckily perched himself. He begged Mas- 
ter. Ned. so piteously to help him down that he 
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half forgot his owil alarms. The wretched urchin 
was the national schoolmaster's own boy, and 
nicely he would have caught it had he been de- 
tected, you may be sure, and his consequent 
terror was beyond all bounds ; but Master Ned 
had fascinated him to join them, just as he had 
fascinated the others; so he could not choose 
but have pity on him, though by the time he 
had got him down from the tree, and over the 
high wall, his own chance of escape was gone, 
and he was caught in the very act of clambering 
over with his jacket and trousers pockets jam-full 
of stolen damsons and greengages. But the little 
boy, slithering away, with all the velocity of ter- 
ror, as fast as ever his small legs would carry him, 
managed to slip home unobserved, leaving our 
luckless hero alone to face the merciless fury of 
the storm. 

The pretty blushing boy made a charming 
picture, as, speechless and gasping, and his 
cheeks a perfect scarlet with shame and con- 
fusion, he stood with downcast eyes before the 
parson, slowly lugging the stolen fruit out of 
his pockets at his bidding, and laying it down 
at his feet in a basket, he feeling him the while, 
to make sure that he had kept none of it back, 
and at the same time cuttingly reminding the 
wretched criminal before him of the uncomfort- 
able '^quarter of an hour'' of reckoning by-and- 
by, when he would have to pay for it, wriggJing, 
redfaced, and bellowing — a cut, a start, and a 
scream for every stolen plum — under the rod 
once more, 

" However is it, Middleton," asked he, ^' that 
M 2 
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you vdll expose yourself to the discipline of the 
rod so heedlessly? When it^s too late, you 
mind it enough. IVe seen many boys flogged, 
and flogged many myself, but I never yet knew 
one so noisy and restless under it. Well, you 
may go, boy, now. I have nothing more to say 
to you. Your papa will hear from me on the 
subject by-and-by, of tjourse.'' 

The unhappy, frightened delinquent then slunk 
slowly home. 

Papa wasn't come in yet, so he couldn't be 
flogged at once. But mamma and Louey, who 
were gone out to tea at the Fergus's, meaning 
to call for him at the station, might bring him 
home with them at any moment. At any mo- 
ment that miserable Sunday evening, the poor 
guilty boy, as he sat all alone awaiting papa's 
dreaded arrival in a schoolboy's agony of too 
late remorse, might have to shrink and droop 
beneath the utmost tenderness of his caresses, 
knowing how little they were merited, and how 
soon they would have to be exchanged for the 
utmost terrors of his frown. 

'^ Oh, I knew all along I should catch it ! " 
sobbed he to himself. '^ I knew I should. Oh, 
what a fool I've been ! " 

And now a frightened little village urchin 
came weeping with a note from the parson for 
papa, and telling him how he and the other boys 
had been all found out, and were to be punished 
at the national school next morning. 

Ever since Christmas there had been, a deadly 
feud raging between them and the ill-condi- 
tioned lads of Parson Meddle's opposition school. 
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So "the rotten Medlars'' (as the reader will 
remember they were nicknamed), when they 
'' spotted " the enemy making their escape from 
the Rectory grounds, had rare fun giving chase 
to the poor quaking little hares, and catching 
them, in spite of all their doublings, with loud, 
triumphant halloos. • 

The luckless captives, as they unresistingly 
allowed themselves to be stripped of their ill- 
gotten plunder, begged and prayed of them not 
to tell. But they only jeered at them, as they 
transferred the stolen fruit from the pockets of 
the discomfited village lads to their own. 

" They're avrful jolly — thanks ! " quoth they, 
as they greedily swallowed a score bv so of them. 
"And so's parson's rod in the cupboard up 
yonder awful jolly, as young Middleton can 
tell you. So we'll have the fun of these to-day, 
and you shall have the fun of that to-morrow. 
Won't there be an awful squealing amongst you 
then ? And shouldn't we just enjoy being there 
to-morrow morning to hear it I " 

Then one of them said to another, '^ Here, 
Tom, hand us your hat, and let's put the swag 
in it." 

And, going round and collecting from each 
boy, he filled it up to the brim. 

" And now you cut in first and stow away this 
here jolly potful of greengrocery, and then fetch 
Daddy Meddle." 

Hereupon the poor village lads renewed their 
entreaties for mercy yet more urgently than 
before. 

'' Oh, don't tell— oh, pray, don't tell on us ! " 
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howled they. And they kicked and jumped 
aboat in their intense anxiety. 

A loud burst of derisive laughter, accompanied 
with a '* Cut it, Tom ! ^' was the sole reply. 

"We'll tell parson of you, then/' retorted 
they, turning, as they say even worms will when 
trodden on, " how you've been a-eating of our 
plums, and are as bad as us, every bit. So 
there, now.'' 

" As if Meddle 'ud bdieve thievish young cads 
like you," jeered the last speaker. ^' Off with 
you, Tom. Only cover up the swag with this 
here snot-rag first. Would you have us all 
twigged, you duffer ? And mind and don't put 
any into your gobbler by the way." * 

Such were the rotten fruits {medlars y indeed) 
of Parson Meddle's make-believe system of aus- 
tere repression — unblushing deceit, that made a 
jest of a lie ! 

Under Mr. Fergus, when the boys had been 
guilty of a fault, in the extremely rare case of 
their escaping the twofold danger of our hero's 
heedlessness and Uncle Scourgeus's vigilance, 
they had simply won the game against ^' Daddy." 
He never made them confess against their will 
afterwards, and if they made a voluntary con- 
fession, the punishment they got was quite nomi- 
nal, even if they didn't get off altogether. So, 
in such cases, they went to him privately after 
school, *^ creeping like snail," to coufess, but 
bounding back to their comrades with bright, 

* The reader must excuse the disgusting slang with which 
these last speeches are full— the slang of a set of thoroughly 
ill- trained boys. 
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joyous faces ^after confession. And when they 
found that they could do it with perfect safety, 
and that the " wigging '' they got didn^t hurt a 
bit — indeed, they rather liked it— it became quite 
a point of honour amongst them to go and tell 
Daddy all about it afterwards, before he had 
time to get savage over it. And somehow they 
were quite as slow to ofEend again after one of 
these very rare victories as when Daddy had had 
his usual luck, and found them out himself. 

But Parson Meddle went on the principle that 
'^ all men are liars," and boys still more so ; and 
during the few months he was at Dunedin House 
the vice of lying had made frightful head amongst 
the boys, and had sorely tried even poor Ned 
himself. 

But this boy, who had been a pitiful liar even 
under the generous and upright, albeit strict 
and somewhat over-severe, rule of Daddy, now 
showed himself in his true colours; and being 
ignominiously chastised, on Daddy^s return, for 
a perfectly frightful tissue of unblushing false- 
hoods, he, along with two or three more of the 
same stamp, went over to the Medlars after 
Christmas, and was of all the Medlars (for rea- 
sons best known to himself) the most bitter 
against the Fergus boys, our honest, straight- 
forward hero especially. 

Tom went. And the trapped young birds 
were making one last despairing struggle to 
escape out of the hands of their grinning cap- 
tors, when the parson came bustling up. 

These youthful children of Ananias and Sap- 
phira then produced a very small proportion, 
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indeed^ of the stolen fruit, to prov^ at once the 
heinous guilt of " the cads,'' and their own rigid 
virtue. 

And when the whimpering urchins of Raby 
would have made a counter-accusation — ^* Please, 
sir — please, sir, the young gentlemen has eaten 
as many again as them their own selves, and put 
away somewheres ever so many more^^ — ^they 
were interrupted half-way by a loud chorus of 
indignant denial. 

"The young gentlemen'' all professed tihe 
terrified amazement of so many poor, helpfess 
lambs wrongfully accused by a designing wolf 
of cruelly murdering and devouring " his pcor, 
dear grandmamma, old Mrs. Wolf Red-Bidiag- 
hood.'' 

" Oh, sir, 'indeed, indeed, we could not do so 
very wicked a thing ! " whined they, in as piteous 
tones as they could get up, whilst they leered 
and winked impudently aside to one another. 

The young " cads " would have persisted 
stoutly in their charge and appealed to one 
another in confirmation of it; but the parson 
wouldn't listen to them, but angrily bade them 
begone. 

" And," said he, " I'll see, you wicked boys, 
you may depend upon it, that you smart all the 
more sorely to-morrow for this most fearful 
aggravation of your former sin. You shall not 
break three of G-od's holy commandments in 
one day, by Sabbath -breaking" (here he re- 
ferred to their "brawUng in the churchyard" 
that afternoon), "stealing, and bearing false 
witness against your neighbour, so audaciously 
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(as long^ at leasts as I am minister of this parish)^ 
with impunity." 

So the boys slunk away dejectedly enough^ 
and spent the rest of the evening in looking 
forward to the morrow, much as Ned himself 
was now doing. 

Escape had even before been quite hopeless 
— our hero had been far too bad a boy; but 
now that the other boys were all going to be 
whipped, the Squire mvst whip his own boy 
too. With the sense of honour his father had 
studiously implanted in his breast from his very 
babyhood, Ned knew his papa could no more 
help whipping him than he himself could help 
being whipped. 

Yet, with this dismal certainty right before 
him, so passionately fond was the poor boy of 
his papa, that when his ear caught the sound 
of approaching carriage- wheels, bringing mamma 
and Looloo, and, as he thought, papa, in the midst 
of his cry of dismay and terror, there was still a 
softer accent of joy — joy half frightened out of its 
wits, it is true, but still joy. And had papa then 
indeed come in, with the parson^s dreadful note 
of accusation staring him in the face upon the 
mantelpiece, covering it with his back, and look- 
ing entreatingly at poor white-faced mamma, as 
much as to say, " Oh, do let me give him just 
one kiss first, ma, dear, before he has it ! ^^ he 
would have slunk like a thief into his dear 
embrace, and got his ^^kiss first," before he 
softly put it into his hand, humbly confessing 
his sin, and begging for mercy. 

But mamma and Looloo brought back no 
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Eapa. And theriy as he lighted the candle for 
imself and the sleepy little Looloo to go to bed 
by, though desperately afraid of being roughly 
woke up any moment to be dragged forth and 
flogged, he was still tenderly uneasy lest some 
accident should have happened to '' dear papa/' 
that he wasn't come. 

And then all at once an irresistible temptation 
seized upon him. He stole downstairs into the 
library, whilst mamma was busy with the little 
ones in the nursery, and secreted the note. And 
now, if papa did come home by the last train, 
he would know nothing about it, and the youth- 
ful delinquent might sleep in peace. 
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CHAPTER X. 

THE TIGKB-HUNT. 

DuBmo the few days that now elapsed before 
his papa^s return, our poor delinquent had but a 
baddish time of it. Though the master left the 
condign punishment of lus " heinous ofEence '' 
to his papa, still he couldn't quite forbear 
expressing his own strong sense of it. He was 
far too rigidly virtuous for that, and his fingers 
itched ; so, as he scolded the '^ disgrace to the 
whole school '^ (as he called him) next morning, 
and directed him where to sit till his papa had 
^^ duly chastised him for his folly,'' apart from 
the other boys, he couldn't forbear, at the same 
time, giving him a hearty shaking and adminis- 
tering one or two smartish cuts with the cane. 

The poor weeping lad drew out his pocket- 
handkerchief to wipe his eyes, but, unfortunately, 
he drew out with it the secreted note— Hie note 
that the parson had written to papa about him, 
and that he had intercepted. 

It fell to the ground. 

He hastened to pick it up, but how could he 
hope to escape with such a sneaking tell-tale-tit 
of a face as he had. He was as red as any 
turkey-cock. 
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"What is this?'' quoth "Old Scourgeus/' 
intercepting the note between his thamb and 
two fingers, and making him give it up. 

" Oh, sir I *' cried poor Ned, with a fresh burst 
of grief, " everything I do gets found out. No 
one gets found out like me ; it's — ^it's '* 

But the master had already perceived what 
it was, and needed no further explanation. 

Ned had been handing it round amongst 
his little rustic fellow-culprits, rather triumph- 
antly than not, just before, as they were writing 
their copies together in the lower school, and 
beginning to smile through their tears after 
their whipping. For the rod that he had already 
smarted under so had been administered to them 
also, one after another, that morning, at the 
parson's bidding. Fortunately, however, it had 
been so terribly battered about upon his back 
that the sting was a good deal taken out of it 
when it came to be applied to theirs. And, 
besides. Master Ned entreated for them so 
movingly, and the master didn't believe the 
parson^s boys' story one bit (he knew too well 
what thoroughly bad boys they were), and fully 
believed Ned's — ^that he had fairly bewitched 
them into it. They were good, honest, simple 
village lads enough in the main, and this was 
their first serious fault, for which, as they stood 
in a long line before his desk, humbly waiting 
to be punished, they certainly looked as con- 
trite as boys well could look. So he accepted 
the generous boy's solemn promise that he 
would never lead them wrong again, and, after 
bestowing little more than a dozen strokes of the 
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rod apon a leash or so of them^ let oiF the rest. 
Jim Ardley, as being the biggest and eldest^ got 
six ; his younger brother, three or four, because 
he had ttJcen thepartridge^s nest; and BiUGwynne 
also three or four, because he had been in trouble 
before. And this, I believe, was all. Three or four 
of them had come forward with the rest, though 
their names were not. on the parson^s list, out of 
sheer childishness andrustic simplicity, and the un- 
reasoning instinct of implicit obedience. Amongst 
these> the master's own boy, poor little Jim 
Ross, stood blushing and trembling. Mr. Boss 
had just caught him by the arm, and he was 
beginning to cry, when he was rescued by 
the grateful entreaties of all the boys that had 
not been whipped, and even of those that had, 
for they had expected a much worse whipping. 

So they were all very glad to have got off so 
easily, and very full of thanks to Ned for inter- 
ceding for them. But when he showed them the 
parson's note safe in his jacket pocket, " Oh, 
Master Ned I'' cried they, quite horrified at 
this last specimen of reprobate effrontery — ^' Oh, 
Master Ned, you just have a cheek ! How durst 
you ? Whatever vdll you do with it ?'' 

'^ Master Ned'' didn't exactly know; he 
didn't mean to withhold it from papa altogether, 
only he wanted to stave off the evil day a little 
longer, and not have the horror of it hanging 
over him every hour of the day for ever so long 
beforehand. 

But now he had to return it under cover to 
the parson, with an explanatory note that he 
found not at all easy to write. When he brought 
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it up to him for approval, '' Old Scourgeus '' 
was 80 cross, and found such fault, and bade him 
try again so waspishly; and when his second 
attempt was rather worse than better, threat- 
ened to cane the sulks out of him if he sulked 
with Aim, and " what a disgrace it was, a great 
boy like him not to be able to write a simple 
note,*' and, scolding him. all the time, dictated 
it to him on the slate. And even then he made 
him write it out so many times before he would 
take it, and was so near giving it up as a bad job 
altogether and taking him down to the Rectory, 
with the secreted note, to explain his conduct 
and make his apology the best way he could, 
that altogether the Postmaster General himself 
might have been satisfied with the copious floods 
of tears, first of humiliation and perplexity, and 
then of sullen vexation and hot rebellious anger, 
that he had shed over it. 

"As well be hanged for a sheep as a lamb !'' 
He was now perfectly reckless with despair. His 
mother had never before known him so wild and 
rackety, nor his master so idle and troublesome. 

He never asked now, when his mother gave 
him his last kiSs at night before taking away 
the candle, whether he had been a good boy 
that day, but rather shrank under the kiss ; and 
what was even a worse sign, when she threatened 
to tell his father of him when he came home, he 
only laughed the weird laugh of poor Don't Care 
a day or two before he came to that wofully 
" bad end *' of his we read of. But when his 
birthday arrived, and with it a letter to say that 
papa was coming home that afternoon, instead of 
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being all bright schoolboy merriment as he should 
have been^ he reddened and looked piteous^ and 
seemed half ready to cry. In short, poor 
mamma couldn^t make him out at all. 

And now, naturally enough, in his present wild 
and restless mood, and quite unlike himself as 
he was, a little incident occurred which plunged 
him still deeper into trouble. 

There was a strolling wild-beast show then 
exhibiting in the neighbourhood, and a rumour 
spread that one of the wild beasts had escaped. 
Some said a lion, some a tiger, and some a 
panther; one said it was a puma, and another that 
it was a leopard. Anyhow, it was admitted on 
all hands to be some very terrible beast, and 
there was nauch excitement among the boys. 
Now, ever since the burglary already recorded 
in Chapter VIII., Master Ned had been strictly 
forbidden ever to touch a gun or anything of the 
Bort again on any account whatever, and on no 
other occasion would he have dared to be guilty 
of such an act of wilful disobedience. But he 
was now, as I have said, reckless and desperate 
with the terrible fear of his father's anger when 
he came to hear of his late misconduct; and, 
besides, he wasn't going to face the beast, un- 
armed, and be clawed up by it (as the poor boy 
was at the Zoo the other day), to please anybody. 
So out with papa's newest gun he and his young 
comrades sallied : he, and the Ferguses, and the 
Bethunes, and a few more of the lads of the 
upper school, and Looloo, and roamed all over 
the woods in quest of the beast ; and he showed 
them all how he meant to point his gun at the 
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« 

beast and shoot him dead^ and save all their lives^ 
and many were the false alarms theyhad^ and many 
times they climbed up into a tree, and many times 
they hid themselves amongst the rocks and in the 
bnshes, but no wild beast was to be fonnd. 

Now, had Ned and his comrades been as sapient 
as they might have been, they wouldn^t have 
expected to find it, nor would they have gone 
out after it with a gun, that they dursn't have 
used if they had found it. But they were any- 
thing but a sapient lot, or when they found a 
hawk's nest very high up a steep rock, as they 
chanced to do in the course of their ramble, 
after vainly trying to scale the rock, piled up 
three or four deep on one another's shoulders, 
like a pack of cards, they would scarcely have been 
so absurd as to fasten a stone to a piece of string, 
and bob for the astonished young hawks as if 
they had been so many fish, and as if, though 
they had been fish, they would have taken a 
bait so uninviting. 

Well, disappointed thus, both in their shoot- 
ing and their fishing, they went on from one 
idle trick to another, till at last, as boys will, 
they took to larking with the gun. Now, they 
all knew well enough how to load it, and even 
to fire it off after a fashion, though not so as to 
hit anything much. So, passing it on from hand 
to hand, first one fired it ofiF and then another; 
and at last they had done this so often that one 
half of them didn't know whether it was loaded 
or not. Anyhow, Ned, having snatched it out 
of Fergus minor's hand, thought it wasn't loaded, 
and, according to the dangerous custom of young 
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boys, pointed it rapidly first at one and then at 
another, and last of all at Louey, who, knowing 
it to be loaded, having himself helped Fergus 
minor to load it, darted aside with a terrified 
scream just as the gun went o£F, and down to 
the ground with a heavy thud fell — ^happily not 
young Fantail, as he was pleasantly nicknamed, 
but a fine plump young cock pheasant. Ned 
darted eagerly forward, gun in hand, to find the 
pheasant, and a moment after he picked it up 
bathed in its own blood, and gave a shout of 
rapture as he showed it to his playfellows, the 
first game he had ever shot in his life. Just 
then the gamekeeper presented himself in the 
distance and shouted after them. The boys, of 
course, all scampered away as fast as ever they 
could, and as they knew a shorter cut to school 
than the gamekeeper did, they got there before 
him ; but, alas ! he had " spotted " our heroes 
bright handsome face, as he stood, gun in hand, 
holding up the bird to his comrades, and fol- 
lowed him right on tp school, determined to be 
revenged upon him for his saucy poaching song 
last Saturday. 

Meanwhile, the boys had got to Dunedin 
House, where a very rough reception awaited 
them. Dinner had been long over, and school had 
begun at least half an hour, so ^'Old Scourgeus^^ 
was about as savage as a bear when they came 
slinking in. However, he let the famished boys 
have their dinner, and no prospect of after reckon- 
ing could prevent them most thoroughly enjoying 
that, or their thoughtless merriment over it. 

"I say, Ned/' quoth Bethune major, "whereas 

N 
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that jolly moko* of yours ? Did you manage to 
stow it safe away ?'' 

''Her© he be/' quoth Ned. '' Oh, you jolly 
fellow ! '' ejaculated he to himself, as he stroked 
the soft head feathers lovingly down. " Oh, you 
jolly fellow, don't I just love you ! '' 

And with that he kissed it. The joyous pride 
the boy felt in his first head of game — stolen 
game, too, that was the cream of the joke — quite 
beggars description. 

"Ned and I carried it in between us,'' ex- 
plained Harry Fergus, " and the governor never 
twigged us." 

" We're safe to have old Gribble here in the 
twinkling of a bedpost or so," cried one Job's 
comforter. '^ I saw him run, pelting along after 
us like mad." 

''And beastly sour he looked after Ned 
Middleton here," added a second tormentor. 
" Ned himself best knows why." 

" And as for those goosegogs we tucked into 
on Chalk Hill," chimed in a third of that 
amiable race of mortals that take a pleasure 
in the misfortunes of their dearest friends, " I no 
more believe they were wild than that Slow Jack 
here's a Solomon. I saw some one outside the 
cottage, in the garden down below, look awful 
surprised at us, and I shouldn't a bit wonder if 
we were followed for that too." 

" Hang Gribble !" cried Ned impatiently. 

* A pheasant unlawfully shot. And our hero's was as 
moko as moko could be— moko, in fact, three or four times 
over, as regards both time, place, and manner. 
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*^ We Ve dodged him, I know ; no one but a true 
and thoroughbred Fergusian could have cut it as 
short as we did/^ 

"And nicely we got into trespass,'* still ob- 
jected the first speaker ; " Fergus^U owe us small 
thanks for that, I reckon/' 

" Pooh, Tom/' returned our hero contempt- 
uously ; " if I'd known you were such a coward 
I'd never have taken you with me. You an't 
a true Fergusian, you an't. You're no better 
than a Medlar, and the sooner ymcWe packed off 
to parson's precious ^ academy for young gentle- 
men,' the better. And as for the gooseberries, 
if they weren't wild, all I can say is, they ought 
to have been, for any one ought to be ashamed 
of owning them. I never tasted such rubbish." 

" I vote we have it for supper in the dormi- 
tory," suggested another boy, dismissing the 
previous question as exhausted, and reverting to 
the main one; ^' I mean, of course, the pheasant." 

" Don't you wish you may get it ? " quoth our 
hero. '^Much good I shall get by that. Be 
pleased graciously to consider, my dear young 
friends, that it's my bird ; that I had the honour 
of shooting it with my very own gun, and that 
Looloo and I mean to smug it home with us 
after school." 

^^ Well, but, Ned, you don't mean to say you're 
going to chouse us out of it altogether," remon- 
strated greedy Ernie Elton, " after getting us, as 
you have, into the present agreeable row." 

*^ We'll lick you well if you do, old chap," 
cried Bethune major, suiting the action to the 
word. ''Won't we, Li?" 
N 2 
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But our hero still persisted. " I'm not going 
to be bullied out of my property, my darling 
bird, by Wat Bethune or any other honourable 
gentlemen here present, but '' 

^^Well, Ned, but what?'' coaxed little Dick 
Fergus, anxiously. 

*'I've got to have a good larruping first, I 
regret to state, from my respected governor,'' 
replied Ned, with aflTected dignity, " but after 
that little matter is settled, I hope to have the 
pleasure of inviting the present company to dine 
upon it." 

"Three cheers for Ned Middleton!" cried 
Bethune major, " and as loud a hip, hip, hurrah ! 
as we dare under existing circumstances." 

^' And may he come well through his wheals," 
jeered an unfeeling young dog of the name 
of Earp. 

When the cat's away 

The mice 'U play. 

Hip, hip, hurray ! 
But when the cat comes back, 
With a smack, smack, smack. 
And a whack, whack, whack. 

Poor mice, alack ! 

Ned Middleton he shot a moko ; 

His pa came home and gave him toko ! 

" Poor Ned ! " sighed compassionate Bethune 
minor ; ^^ it's a shame to make a jest of it." 

"You little duffer I" retorted Earp 3 ''you 
don't suppose I mean it, do you, or that I 
shouldn't be as glad as any one for Ned to 
get off?" 
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And he wanted to pull little Lili's ears for 
kim, but Wat wouldn^t let him. 

'' He's a dear good-hearted little beggar/' 
quoth he^ as he put out his arm to protect him^ 
" and you shan't tease him/' 

" Oh, he's good enough/' admitted Earp, slight- 
ingly, '^ but he is such a blooming young muflF, 
such a framjous little donkey, an't he, Ned ? " 

Meanwhile, Harry Fergus had been busy 
writing upon a card (which he now affixed, with 
a bit of string out of his pocket, to the neck of 
the pheasant) the following superscription, which 
he now exhibited for the amusement of the 
company : — 

Master E. W. Middlbton. 
With Sir Henry MaiUancPs best complimenU, 

(Sir Henry was the aggrieved owner of the 
pheasant.) 

The laughter that followed this last pleasantry 
had scarcely subsided when the Reverend Isaac 
came in, followed — alas ! that I should have to 
write it down — by Gribble the gamekeeper, come 
in quest of Ned's pheasant. 

"That's the young gen'l'man," quoth he, 
pointing to our hero, "what shot it. He's a 
nice un, he is. He's got the soss" (meaning 
sauce) " of six. He " 

" Middleton," said the master, very gravely, 
interrupting Gribble without ceremony, "your 
father has called for you, and before he sees you 
I wish to have a few minutes' private conversa- 
tion myseK with you in the study." 
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Previous to the appearance of the gamekeeper, 
the affair was not a very serious one; only a 
matter of so many 'Mines/^ or ^'Old Moore's 
closet/' at most, and even now it might be very 
well compounded for, Ned thought, with a few 
strokes of the cane. 

But thq master's manner betokened something 
far, far worse than that. What could it be that 
he was wanted for? Ned followed him in, 
quaking miserably. 

And Gribble, not being a bad-hearted fellow 
in the main^ only stanch for the Grame Laws, 
was sorry he'd come. 

'^ Well, Gribble,'' clamoured the poor piteously- 
angry boys, as two or three of the boldest and 
most curious of them came in, after listening at 
the keyhole, to report what was going on in 
the study, ^' well, Gribble, I hope you're satisfied 
now ; I hope you've got poor Ned .Middleton into 
scrape enough this time." And so on. 

But now the reader and I had better follow 
our luckless hero and his master into the stndy 
* ourselves. 

" Your pranks last Sunday, Middleton," quoti 
Mr. Fergus, after a horribly cold pause, ^^to say 
nothing of your poaching the day before, fairly 
astounded me — ^your bad language, your vindic- 
tiveness, your seduction of the village lads, your 
orchard-robbing. But I did think the consequent 
trouble you got into here, and the fear of your 
papa's anger, would have tamed even yon, at 
least for a time. But your conduct ever since, 
both at home and at school, convinces me that 
you are absolutely incorrigible. So in common 
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justice to the other boys that you are corrupting, 
my own two boys amongst them, I can keep you 
here no longer. You go this afternoon, and must 
return no more/' 

Ned stood rooted to the ground, stupefied with 
horror, and said never a word. 

'^Tou have too much liberty at home al- 
together,'' resumed Mr. Fergus, "and I shall 
recommend your father to send you to a Mr. 
Pulson's, a highly respectable place, where the 
discipline is sufiiciently strict, and where you 
will be kept in with a much firmer and tighter 
hand than you have been hitherto. And here 
are your papa and mamma inquiring after you. 
I have said nothing to them as yet — I leave that 
to you ; and if lying be one of your newly-ac- 
quired accomplishments, let me advise you, my 
boy, to dispense with it, and tell your papa the 
truth.'' 

'^ Expelled I " ejaculated poor Ned to himself 
in unspeakable agony, '^ I am to tell my papa that 
I am EXPELLED ! Oh, sir ! " 



d by Google 



^'^-i.4m.^^'M\ 



CHAPTER XI. 



UNDEB THE SOD AT LAST. 



Mb. Febqus had slipped out of the *rooni, and 
there stood papa^ wondering what had brought 
Ned to school on his birthday, which, as I have 
said in my first chapter, was always a holiday for 
him, and looking to him to bound eagerly within 
his arms, after not seeing him so long, and ac- 
cept his '^ Many happy returns of the day, my 
boy ! God bless you ! '' He was expected to 
be all happy wildness, and he had to tell the 
dear papa who was so extravagantly proud of 
him that he had just undergone the last and 
worst disgrace that schoolboy can undergo — 
that he was — oh, however should he get out that 
dreadful word ? — expelled ! Yet, in spite of his 
exceeding weight of terror, he did fall upon his 
pa^s neck, and kiss the lips he loved so dearly, and 
for one surprised, happy, loving moment forget 
all that he had done, and all the consequent 
punishment that now awaited him for it. But 
then he remembered himself, and burst into a 
paroxysm of crying. 

Mamma thought he had taken too much to 
heart certain idle threats of hers the day before. 
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that she would certainly tell his papa of him 
when lie came home, for being such a bad, 
troublesome boy. Accordingly, she began to 
console him, and kissed him, and ate her words, 
as mammas sometimes will, and said, ^^ There, 
darling, there, IWe no wish to complain to your 
papa of you ; youVe not been quite bad enough 
for that, and I love my Teddy too well. Boys 
will be boys, my dear,^^ added she, turning to 
papa, '^and Ned's rackety enough for twenty 
boys, certainly; but he's really been a pretty 
good boy, on the whole. So do bid him cheer 
up, Arthur, do. I can't bear to see him cry so. 
I can't think what it's for. I was rather too 
sharp with him yesterday, I fear. It's not that, 
is it, darling ? " 

Poor simple deluded mamma ! Ned had cer- 
tainly not an ounce of the stuff in him of which 
the boys are made that break doting parents' 
hearts ; but still he wasn't quite soft enough for 
that. He knew that it must be dreadful mis- 
conduct, indeed, of his that would make her 
embitter the joyous day of papa's return home 
with complaints. And as yet she knew nothing 
very bad of him, any more than papa did ; for 
the great Raby orchard-robbery was quite a 
secret stiU at the Hall. Nor would papa quite 
have thought it of him. However, he did as 
mamma bade him, and tried all he could to cheer 
our young delinquent up, wishing him many 
happy returns of his birthday, and more than 
hinting at the presents in his box in store for 
him and the other children, which, of course, 
only made him cry ten times more than ever. 
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And BOW papa and mamma were both adjuring 
him to tell them what it was, and, if he had been 
doing anything seriously wrong, to confess at 
once ; he need not be afraid of his papa's being 
too severe. And the wretched culprit was hesi- 
tating between his fears and an appeal to papa 
for mercy (and, indeed, if he had dropped on his 
knees tlmt moment, and made a clean breast of 
it then and there, it would have been ever bo 
much better for him), when a sharp, tax-gatherer 
sort of ring at the bell was heard, which he re- 
cognized only too well. He flew to the door to 
open it, and, as he admitted Parson Meddle, he 
cried out, in a voice of the most supplicating 
agony, *'0h, sir, you've come to complaiu of 
me, I suppose ! Oh, do spare me ! I'll never, 
never offend again, if you will. Oh, please, sir, 
please, sir, do ! " 

But the grim parson was inexorable. 

He had never forgiven the squire for taking 
him to task as he had last November for flogging 
his poor lad so cruelly. He had cowered before 
the talk of bringing the case before a magistrate, 
accompanied with something like threats of per- 
sonal violence if he weren't a clergyman. But 
he had been very sulky ever since, and Ned, who 
had been there, and in his thorough boyish gocA- 
heartedness had been very glad indeed to ge* 
away, knew all the unpleasant things he was 
going to say almost by heart. 

'' When I would have corrected your boy of 
his follies, squire," he would be sure to say, 
" you took his part, and encouraged him in his 
growing irreverence to his elders. And now see 
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what comes of it ! You have completely spoilt 
him, and he is growing up the pest of the vil- 
lage, and demoralizing all the other boys/' 

And then he would have produced the se- 
creted note, and made poor Ned out (alas ! only 
too easily) to be the very worst boy in the 
whole county. And then, of course, he would 
have concluded with recommending, in the most 
emphatic language in his vocabulary, the pitiless 
application of his favourite remedy for all ju- 
venile shortcomings — ^the rod — ^to the naked back 
of our poor hero. And with that would have 
retired triumphant, leaving the squire in the 
very worst possible humour for mercy, painfully 
humiliated, and consequently terribly incensed 
against the wretched young delinquent as the 
cause of his humiliation; and he, on his side, 
crouching at his pa^s feet, not daring so much as 
to lift up his eyes, but quite overwhelmed by the 
stream of his denouncer^s oratory. 

So, still pouring out vain entreaties, when the 
parson strode on before, wholly deaf to them, he 
stood still in hesitation for a moment, and then, 
with scared eyes and scarlet cheeks, afraid to 
meet any one's eye in his present confusion, he 
turned his back and made for the woods, where 
he wandered about in an agony of afEright for 
hours, equally afraid to stay out and to go home. 
Poor mamma! with what vague, agonizing terror 
of all sorts of miseries was her weak, loving heart 
then sick ! Of his staying away all night, and 
making himself ill (she knew his tender heart, 
and how ill he could bear the anger of those he 
loved) ; of his never coming back, perhaps even 
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destroying himself (boys as young as he have 
done such things before now for no graver rea- 
sons);* of she knew not what. But the mere 
terror itself was bad enough. 

At last the emissaries that had been sent off 
in all directions found him, not sorry to be found, 
and repentant for having absconded, and brought 
him home for punishment. 

Loving, weeping little Looloo was amongst 
the pack of boys sent out after him. Directly 
Ned saw him all in tears at a little distance off, 
he began himself to wish to be taken, and put 
himself in his way, and when their eyes met he 
surrendered himself. 

^' Oh, Louey dear ! ^^ he cried, '^ how I do wish 
I was a good boy, like Cousin Atty, instead of 
setting you and the other boys such a bad ex- 
ample, and getting myself, too, into all this 
trouble ! But you see now the happiness that 
all my wickedness ends in, so I hope, pretty 
darling,t that you won^t take pattern by it/* 

The boys then poured all round him, one 
taking hold of him on one side, and one on the 

* There was at Arlingham the grave of a wretched boy 
who had drowned himselt in the Eld under much such cir- 
cumstances. He had gone to the pastrycook^s day after day 
ordering pastry for the Rectory, and then having a ** jolly" 
upon it, along with his schoolfellows ; till at last, suspicion 
being excited, the cowardly boy, unable to face what was 
coming, went down to the wilier after dark, and so, taking 
shelter beneath it, escaped his punishment. 

t In the original MS. " sweetheart "~an epithet M 
often applied to those that were nearest and dearest to him : 
papa, mamma, Atty, Looloo, and the little ones, and as 
many as called him " Angy." 
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other, whilst Looloo, twining himself close round 
his waist, drew him gently home, excusing his 
capture as they went along by telling him how 
dreadfully frightened papa and mamma both 
were^ and soothing the trembling culprit by 
dwelling upon papa^s well-known clemency. 

'^ We^ve all been so frightened, Angy dear,'' 
urged he. " You must come ; I don^t like taking 
you tome to be punished, any more than you like 
being taken. Indeed, indeed, Eddie, though I 
am such a Uttle fellow, I^m sure Vd willingly 
take half your punishment for you myself, if 
pa^d only let me. But though he must punish 
you, I^m afraid, he loves you so that I^m quite 
sure, and so must you be, that he won't punish 
you more than ever he can possibly help. So 
do come home, darling, at once, and be good ! " 

And as they approached the lawn, Louey 
caught sight of poor white-faced mamma, and 
ran forward to her, crying out, ^' WeVe found 
him, mamma, he's coming ! '' and then she flew to 
meet him, just as he was opening the lawn gate, 
whilst the other boys made off, as the reader may 
well suppose, anything but proud of themselves. 

'^ Oh, mamma, I am so sorry,'' sobbed he, as he 
nestled to her, whilst she for her part, in his 
present distress, could not but think of certain 
long past, but never to be forgotten, happy 
days,, when her lovely boy 

Had conned his morning task beneath her care, 
And lisped, with holy look, his evening prayer, 

with pretty cherub Hp, and little hands clasped 
together upon her lap, and, with his arms as now 
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clasped round her neck, had nestled to her 
bosom for the last '^ good-night " kiss after he 
was in bed, before he was old enough to go out 
with the village lads, poaching in the woods, and 
robbing orchards, and sabbath-breaking, and 
using bad words. 

'^ Oh, you bad boy,^' quoth she, ^^ you've pat 
us all into such a fright. WeVe been sending in 
all directions after you. Your papa has been every- 
where. He thought you might have taken shelter 
at Mr. Fergus's, and he's been there, and the boys 
there are all searching for you ; and then he went 
all the way to the railway station, inquiring after 
you, and telegraphing. We didn't know what to 
think. Oh, you bad, bad boy, how could you do 
so?" 

^^Oh, mamma," sobbed he again, sorely 
ashamed of himself, and bitterly remorseful as 
he marked in all the lines of her troubled face 
her sore distress at the manifold naughtinesses 
he had been guilty of, and the grievous punish- 
ment that must now necessarily follow; "oh, 
mamma, I am so sorry ! Whatever will papa say 'i 
Oh, how I do wish now I hadn't been such a fool. 
I knew all along I should catch it, and, now it's 
too late, I'm so awfully frightened at what I've 
done. But, oh, do, dear mamma, go on before 
and beg papa to be merciful, and tell him how 
sorry I am now for what I've done." 

'^You'll come then if I do, and take your 
punishment Hke a good boy, won't you, dear ? " 
interrupted she eagerly, terribly anxious as she 
was to get him once safe inside the house. 

'^ What a question, mamma ! " replied Eddie, 
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who had no suspicion of what was really passing 
within her mind. " How should I take it ? You^re 
not afraid I^m going to kick and bite papa^ are 
you ? I shall have quite punishment enough as 
it is, I^na sure, without getting myself any more 
that way, so you needn^t be afraid of that, you 
poor dear silly mamma, you." And he smiled 
faintly in the midst of his misery. 

And then, after a moment's interval, he added, 
with a smUe even fainter than the last : 

*^Oh, mamma, I see what you mean now — 
you're afraid I'm going to run off again ; but 
indeed I'm not, I've had quite enough of that. 
It frightens me as badly as ever it does yow." . 
So mamma, greatly relieved, went in first with 
Louey, and poor Ned followed slowly after them. 
But no merry whoopings now on coming 
home; no whistling, singing, chirruping, hum- 
ming ; no capering, dancing, and jumping about ; 
no bounding up and down stairs like a feather ; 
no sweet laugh from some secret nook, or closet, 
or curtain, or under the table, or elsewhere, be- 
traying the boy concealed there, before he sprang 
out upon dear papa's lap, to smother him with 
his endearing blandishments; no teasing and 
plaguing mamma, to make her scold him, only for 
the pleasure of saucily stopping her mouth with 
rough schoolboy kisses; no racketing in the 
nursery with his delighted little brothers and 
sisters, and that faithful, loving creature, dear old 
Ab ; no fetching them all down into the dining- 
room, and romping all round. Ah, no ! but you 
might have heard (for the house was very still, 
every creature within it being utterly cowed and 
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depressed and wretched at the thought of the awful 
trouble poor Ned was in) the creeping sound as 
of a snail on the gravel, then the faintest pos- 
sible footfall in the hall, a miserable trailing of 
shackled feet in the passage, a hesitating hand 
fumbling at the door-handle, and then there by 
degrees presented itself as piteously red and 
guilty a face as you ever saw. But, as he was 
timidly crouching himself down into his seat at 
the tea-table, his father sternly ordered him off 
to bed, in the midst of a violent burst of crying 
from the children, and then, when he followed 
him upstairs to flog him, he found him and the 
pretty little Louey lying side by side upon the 
bed together, Louey all sympathy, his arms 
round his poor dear brother^s neck, and Ned 
breathlessly nerving himself for the approaching 
scene with papa — the angry rating first, and then 
the pitiless re-application of the rod — that he had 
been uneasily looking forward to ever since 
Sunday, with all a simple schoolboy^s undissem- 
bled dread of the only too well-remembered 
smart of it. 

'^And so, sir, you're expelled ! '^ demanded papa. 

'' Yes, papa,'' stammered out our hero, in the 
meekest accents in the world. He would have 
said dear pa,pa even then, but innate self-respec* 
prevented him. 

^^ Expelled ! " cried papa, with an eye and voice 
before which poor Eddie cowered and trembled. 
" Miserable boy ! Do you know what tha^ 

means, the terrible disgrace, the But what 

brings yott here. Waters, eh ? " added he, turning 
angrily upon Ab, as he burst hastily in, not know- 
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ing the squire was there, with the words, 
'^Oh, Master Ned, remember your promise,'' 
fluttering, so to speak, upon his lips. Ab fled in 
confusion. 

Not being a National School boy, he had 
escaped punishment hitherto, but he expected to 
be punished as a house boy (that is to say, if the 
squire found him out), along with Ned. So he 
was conie to Ned with some such whining appeal 
to his brotherly tenderness as iiiis : 

'* Oh, dear Mia«ster Eddie, don't forget your pro- 
mise that you made me. I'm not so plucky 
as you, and if papa " (so he always spoke of the 
squire to Eddie and the children), '^ if papa offers 
to flog me, the mere fright of it will kill me before 
even he touches me, I know it will. So do be 
a dear good brother, the same as youVe always 
been, to me, and don't spHt." 

But he had far better have stayed downstairs ; 
he would have been perfectly safe there, for to 
say nothing of Ned's being a boy of honour, he 
and his papa would both have had something else 
to think of. But now, by his cowardly sus- 
piciousness, he had betrayed himself, as over 
suspicious people often do. 

" Your promise ! Your promise ! " repeated 
papa.^ ^^ What promise may that be ? " 

And then a strong suspicion began, naturally 
enough, to dawn upon him that Ab, too, was 
'^ one of them.'' 

So he set to questioning Ned about it. 

The dear generous young scapegrace struggled 
hard, wofully hard, even now, to shield his fellow 
culprit from the rod, for which he was now only 
o 
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momentarily awaiting papa^s stem word of com- 
mand^ to begin, with very reluctant slowness^ to 
bare his own back. 

But it was no longer a contest of fortitude^ in 
behalf of his playmates^ against the parson's bar- 
barity, but one of sheer hopeless revolt against 
the papa whom he trusted, implicitly trasted^ 
whom it was his most sacred duty to obey^ and 
whom at the present moment he bowed before 
with the softest remorse, and feared, abjectly 
feared, with his utmost might of terror. 

So when papa cried, ^' Do you dare, boy, to 
bandy words with me now, disgraced, utterly 
disgraced as you are ? Answer me directly, sir I ^' 
and shook him, and lifted np his hand and 
slapped his face angrily, he had nothing for it 
thm but to whimper out a few words, expressive 
of the most terrified submission, and explain 
what Ab meant by ''his promise, '^ as fast as 
thick-coming sobs would let him. 

He was thereupon sent down stairs for poor 
trembling " Buttons,'' though with as ill a will 
to go, you may be sure, as boy need have, and 
presently returned, looking very piteous and 
abashed, followed by Ab, who had shrieked out 
in the first sharp agony of his utter dismay: 
" Ah, you coward, you coward, you 1 first you get 
me into a scrape, and then you sneak of me. 
Catch me ever — " but here he broke off (for Eddie 
had fled like some guilty thing from before the 
hot sting of his reproaches), and hastily followed 
him into the presence of the squire. Here, 
quickly exchanging a look of angry contempt at 
his prince, for one of abject terror at the squire, 
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he thus broke forth : '^ Please, sir, please, sir, 
Master Edwin made me ; he threatened to beat 
me if I didnH ; please, sir, he threatened all man- 
ner of things, he did; you know you did, Master 
Edwin/' 

Of course, his papa turned fiercely enough upon 
Ned at that, but he was, as the reader must 
know by this time, far too noble a boy to retort, 
so he only sobbed out, " Oh, pa, dear, I'm very 
sorry ; I confess I Ve been a very bad boy. I'm 
very, very sorry. I — I ;•" 

Yet after all Ab didn't get much good by his 
awfal baseness. " Leave the room, vile boy 1 " 
thundered the squire ; '^ bad as he is, Ned has 
struggled hard to shield you from punishment, 
whilst you — bat I will deal with you by-and-by. 
Leave the room, sir ! You shall smart for this!" 

Oh ! with what a burning face he slunk out 
of the room, and durst not look at the face of 
the prince that he had outraged so, or he would 
have seen that it was still as mild and gentle as 
ever. Oh ! with what miserable restlessness he 
wandered about the house, and how, with his 
face buried in his hands, and the penitent tears 
gushing through his fingers, he reproached him- 
self to the pitying little Louey as " the vilest, 
vilest boy in the whole world." 

'' Oh, darling Master Louey, do you think 
he'll ever forgive me ? I shall die if he doesn't." 

He had, indeed, every imaginable cause in 
the world to love " Master Eddie.'^ 

He had been baptized at the same font, and 
called by the same name, and they had loved 
one another dearly ever since : we have already 
o 2 
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seen in ''Master Ned and his Village Mates ^' 
how dearly. 

Wlien onr hero dined at home he always 
waited on him at dinner, and had '' jolly sweet 
spoonfuls'' out of his pudding, and when he 
came out after dessert his smiling prince had 
always something nice for him in his hand he- 
hind his back, which he had saved for the 
pleasure of giving it to him, and saying, " Open 
your mouth, and shut your eyes, and see what 
God will send you." 

And Ab would open his mouth and shut his 
eyes at once in implicit reliance upon his prince's 
honour. 

And when he had taken a bite, and got his 
mouth full, Ned would press the rest of it into 
his hand, and put his arm round his neck, 
brotherlike, and say, '^ Isn't it nice, Ab ? God 
never sends anything nasty, does He ? / never 
deceive you : you can trust me, can't you ?" 
In a word, no boy could have better cause to 
love another than poor Ab had to love his 
outraged prince ; his agony of remorseful terror, 
therefore, at the thought of never being forgiven 
by him for his baseness was beyond all bounds. 

"Oh, Master Louey," sobbed he again, "when 
Jimmy and I were ever such little mites of 
things, I was caught stealing currants, and papa 
was just a-going to horsewhip me for it ; hnt 
Jimmy wouldn't have it, but flung his poor little 
body in between me and the whip, and fibbingly 
took all the blame upon himself : ^ I took them, 
pa,' says he. ' Oh, pa ; dear pa, don't whip 
him.' Poor little thing ; I see him now, crying 
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and rubbing himself (for the squire spared neither 
of U3 in his anger), but still continuing to cry 
out, ' Oh, pa, dear pa, do have mercy on poor 
Ab I ' And this is the way I serve him, wicked, 
cowardly wretch that I am/' And then he 
took little Looloo up in his arms and kissed 
him, and said, " Oh, Louey dear, do run upstairs 
and beg Eddie to forgive me. Pa's done birch- 
ing him now; I heard him slam the door to. 
Say I'm very sorry and awfully ashamed of 
myself." 

Meanwhile, Ned's very first thought, after his 
punishment was over and papa gone out of the 
room, was to make it up with Ab. So Looloo 
was soon sent back for him, and the two boys 
begged each other's pardon in the most moving 
manner possible. . 

And then Abby and Looloo drew near and 
inquired after his stripes most lovingly, whereat 
he laughed, and said they were ^^ nothing, just 
nothing, to parson's." 

'^ You and mamma," quoth he, ^' won't have to 
dress them between you with ^ Painkiller,'* Ab, 
as you did his, with Looloo standing by the while 
blubbering like water-works for pity. They'd 
hardly be making me cry much now, if pa hadn't 
scolded me so, too, and weren't so dreadfully 
vexed with me. His bark's worse than his bite, 
a deal." 

The only "Painkiller," the only "Balm of 
Gilead," he wanted now for h's stripes was his 



* A kind of ointment for cuts, hums, and braises, much 
advertlBed in the railway carriages about tbat t^me. 



d by Google 



198 THE B0T8 OF RABT. 

own dear papa's lap to sit upon ; but for all that 
he cried very mach at the remembrance of papa's 
hikrd^ unkind words^ and looks^ and usage of 
him, and the dreadful disgrace of being* expelled 
from school. And he felt the smart of his late 
flogging, too, a good deal, though it was ^' no- 
thing to parson's." 

So they stripped the bedclothes off poor Eddie, 
and pulled him out with soft, brotherly yearn- 
ings, and were indescribably tender over his 
stripes, holding him on their laps, witb their 
arms round his neck, and kissing him over and 
over again, and wiping his eyes for him, whilst 
he cried out, in his delight at being pitied so, 
" Oh, Looloo, darling ! God bless you for your 
heavenly compassion, and you, too, dear old 
Abby." 

'^ Oh, Eddie," then sighed Looloo, " how ever 
can I help pitying you f You've been a dear 
good brother to me always^ and I should be a 
wicked, hateful little wretch if I coiddJ^ 

''As if you weren't the most compassionate 
boy yourself that ever breathed," continued 
Abby. '' Why, there ain't a raofged good-for- 
nothing little, mite in the whole village that don't 
run to you the first thing for pity when he gets 
himself, by his saucy pranks, into any sort of 
trouble. And yet you expect us not to pity 
you — you, that we both love better than an/ 
earthly thing besides. Oh, Angy ! " 

''Oh!" cried Eddie, as he leant his golden 
head upon Abby's bosom, " there's nothing in 
the whole world I enjoy so much as being pitied 
like this by those I love as I love you two j only 
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you mnstB^t blame dear pa^ however' bitterly I 
sob ; he only whops me out of his love to me, 
to make a good boy of me, and if I will be so 
foolish and naughty, it^s only his duty, and you 
mustn't blame him, but me, if I tingle for it. He 
loves me better than my hide ; that's all/' 

And then, after putting poor Augy to bed 
again, Abby showed him the hamper he and 
Xiooloo had brought upstairs for him. 

It was his pheasant. 

"Oh, Abby!" cried he, delightedly, "how- 
ever did it come here ?" 

" Oh, the boys tipped Gribble amongst them," 
answered Abby; "and the boy papa sent to 
Mr. Fergus, to tell him you were found, so his 
boys needn't search any more for you, brought 
baek this hamper here, with Master Harry 
Fergus's label on it, not five minutes ago. And 
here's a note from Harry with it." 

The note ran as follows :— 

" Dear Nbd,— 

"Don't fret about being expelled. Fa- 
ther'U never do it. I know he likes you. He 
was in such an awful stew when he heard you'd 
run away ; he'd have given his two ears, I know, 
never to have said a word about it, and though 
I daren*t speak to him about it myself, I'll never 
let mother rest till I've got her on your side. 
And Granny's* as mad as any hatter about it. 
You know how fond she's always been of you ; 
so only come up to-morrow morning with as 

* Eddie's great-annt, and dotinglj proud of him, as being 
herself a Middleton. 
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penitential a mug as you can screw up^ and it^ll 
all be right as a trivet. Meanwhile^ us boys are 
all going to hold a solemn council in the dor- 
mitory to-night, to decide what's to be done. 
We haven't had time to decide upon anything 
yet, except that we'll never give you up; we'll all 
do what you've just been doing, and run away 
in a body first. But you shall see to-morrow 
what we'll do for you. And now, wishing you 
an easy time of it with uncle, believe me ever, 
even to the Black Hole* and the whipping-block, 
your faithful and loving cousin, 

'' Habby Fergus." 

'^ Dear me. Master Eddie ! " cried Ab, '' only 
to think how fond everybody is of you ! Why, 
there's little Jim Ross, again, for one. He vows 
he'd never have told of you, if parson'd fcund 
him all by himself up in the big tree. And all 
the other boys say the same. They've made up 
quite a little story about their waiting to be 
punished, and then your coming and surrender- 
ing yourself, and oflfering parson his choice which 
he'd flog, you or them ; and of course he chose 
you, he hates you so. And a lot of them came, 
after you were taken, to petition for you, but 
as they were hanging about before the door, your 
papa drove them roughly away, and so they slunk 
off, ashamed, without being able, any of them, 
to find courage enough to speak up, poor fel- 
lows ! But, oh, those two children ! you woM 
have laughed if you could only have heard the 

* The punishment closet at Dunedin House. 
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bitter speeches Master Feely made over his tea 
after you left the room, and Master Foley told 
papa downright, ^I don't love you, pa, for 
whipping Eddie so, nor I won't kiss you/ '' 

It was, indeed, droll, and pretty, too, to see 
how waspish and sulky they were with papa ; 
for such was their implicit confidence in their 
elder brother, it was impossible to make them 
understand that he could have been doing 
anything very ''naughty,'' and it perplexed 
them, and made them cross and uncomfortable 
in their sweet baby minds to be told that Ke 
had. 

And next morning, when, after kissing and 
hugging papa heartily, he put them tenderly on 
his lap to do the same, the little things com- 
plied very reluctantly at first, for they had crept 
upstairs and heard the unmistakable sound of 
grievous torment in their poor brother's room 
that night, and come down again scarcely able 
to sob out the sad intelligence upon their sisters' 
pale, tear-sticky cheeks, and piteously heaving 
bosoms. '' Oh ! papa's being so cruel to Angy. 
Naughty, naughty papa ! " 

''You mustn't be cruel, then, to poor dear 
Eddie any more, pa," expostulated they, as they 
put their little arms round his neck at last, " or 
we can't love you." 

" Oh, the sweet little darlings 1 " cried Ned. 
"You must forgive them, pa. — ^Why, you silly 
little things, I wasn't whacked half enough. 
Papa did very wrong not to whack me at least 
twice as much as he did." 

But they couldn't see it — ^no, they positively 
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conldn% and wouldn't. Every single soul in 
the house^ and in the village round about the 
house^ yearned after him so. 

'' Oh, I will never make every one so unhappy 
again ! '^ sobbed he to Ned Waters and little 
Looloo. *' But never mind, dear cousin Atty's 
coming very soon, and then I hope I shall grow 
a better boy. Oh, he is so good I Poor fellow ! 
everybody says so, and I say so, too. And I 
mean to get to be as like him as ever I can, and 
not vex dear papa any more. Oh, how glad, 
how very glad I shall be when he comes ! " 

And then he sent Mercury, in the shape of 
Looloo, to ask papa to let him come downstairs 
and beg pardon. 

And presently after Loney came bounding 
upstairs into his room again with the words — 
'* Oh, pa says you may, dear, if you're good and 
sorry.'' 

And then he got up and began slipping on his 
clothes again. But when little Looloo saw his 
naked back, he cried out, '' Oh, what a many 
marks you've got, Ned ! Here are several across 
your arms and shoulders, and here are ever so 
many all down your back, and— oh, yonr poor 
hands ! Why, darling, you're black and blue 
all over ! Oh, dear ! Wasn't pa enough ? Who- 
ever else. has been whopping you ?" 

And the loving little creature was fairly over- 
come with grief. 

'^ I've been caned nearly every day this 
week," replied Ned, simply. ''Uncle Fergas 
is so angry with me. And now he's expelled 
me," added he, with a fresh burst of grief; 
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'^ and however can I ask pa to forgive me after 
that?^^ 

^' But Master Hwrj says, you know, he's sure 
he don't mean it/' quoth Ab, soothingly ; " so 
come along, Eddie dear, and don't be fright- 
ened." 

So, after many false starts, they got him to 
the parlour-door, and whispering all manner of 
brotherly encouragements, pushed him gently in. 

And then there ensued a scene of earnest pro- 
fessions of being — to use little Louey's childish 
expression — ^^ good and sorry," and faithful 
promises ^' never to do so any more," honestly 
sincere enough, no doubt, even before, but 
doubly reliable now that they were no longer 
made under the rod. And his .coaxingly pretty 
entreaties to be forgiven were perfectly irresist- 
ible in their simple piteousness. 

'^ Oh, pa ! " cried he, " consider, this is my 
birthday" (the one day in the year when he was 
utterly spoilt, and had his way in everything). 
" Oh, pa, don't keep me in disgrace any longer 
on this dear, blessed day; but do, oh, do let 
me love you as I ought upon it, and this the 
day of your return home, too, that I have been 
looking forward to ever so long. Oh, pa ! " 

A boy that would not willingly trample upon 
a worm, a boy that — ^for all he was, at all other 
times, all incessant noise and chattering — 
would sit as quiet as a mouse by his papa's side 
when he had a headache, and give him the 
salts to smell, and feeling how hot his temples 
were, take and bathe them with eau de Cologne, 
and pour out his physic for him when he needed 
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any, crying out, '^ Oh, dear papa, do let Eddie 
give you your pliysic ! " and put it to his lips, 
holding his hand the while with the most com- 
miserating look in the world. A boy that 
couldn't bear to see his papa in pain, how could 
his papa bear to put him to pain, and not pity 
him afterwards ? 

So he was permitted at last to slip upon 
papa's lap ; and there, resuming at once all his 
cherished privileges as his own dear, saucy boy, 
to caress with childlike homage the hand that 
had been beating him not half an hour ago, and 
to press a kisq for every blow upon the cruel 
lips that hadn't scolded him enough even yet, 
but were actually beginning again. 

'^ Oh, pa ! " expostulated he, interrupting them 
with his own, as they were trying once more to 
resume the thread of their everlasting paternal 
admonitions (the dull, stupid things, so unsea- 
sonable in their over-conscientiousness, keeping 
on " the same old game " of scold, scold, scold, 
when the eyes, the voice, the heaving bosom, 
and even they themselves were so full of the 
yearning love that could no longer be kept down) 
— "oh, pa, you need never be afraid of whipping 
the love out of me ! You'd never do that, though 
you whipped me ever so. I can take anything 
from you, I love you so. But though my love 
is birch-proof, if ever boy's was, my naughtiness 
isn't. So you may be pretty sure I shall be a 
better boy after this. But if I ain't, you've only 
got to whip me again till I am, that's all, if it 
isn't too much trouble. But, oh, pa, it is so 
hard — so hard ! " 
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'^ ' The way of transgressors ' always ' i> 
Lard/ ^' quoted papa^ sententiously. 

"Yes, pa, the Bible says that, I know/' 
pleaded poor Ned ; " but indeed I did mean to 
be a good boy whilst you were away. I did, 
indeed. DidnH I, ma ? Didn't I ask you every 
night whether 1 hadn't been a good boy that 
day ? and didn't you say I had till last Sunday ? 
I couldn't ask you after that, of course. And 
indeed, pa dear, J didn't want to rob parson's 
orchard, though I said I would in my passion, 
but the other boys made mo. They said I'd 
promised to, and I mustn't sneak out of it. But 
this is in confidence. You mustn't let out 
that I told you so, or they just would all go on 
at me." 

And then he told how unhappy and frightened 
he had been. *^ And that's what's made me so 
disobedient, pa," exclaimed he. " I should never 
have taken the gun else ; but I was so safe to be 
punished, I'd done so many wrong things al- 
ready, that I didn't much care how many more I 
did ; and as for the pheasant I'm going to give 
you for supper, that was only an accident : I never 
shot at it at all, never knew that it was there j 
I was only pretending to shoot at Louey, never 
thinking the gun was loaded, when the stupid 
thing came right in the way, and got hit ; that's 
how it was, pa." 

" But what if you had killed poor Louey in- 
stead of the pheasant?" quoth papa, gravely. 
Wh " 

'' Oh, pa I " cried Ned, nestling more closely 
to his bosom, to shut out the hideous picture 
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thus conjured up — " oh, papa, don^t, don't ! it's 
BO dreadful, so dreadful ! Poor dear Louey, 
who's been such a dear, good little brother to 
me all through my troubles these last few days ! 
I should never, never have been happy again as 
long as I lived ; and his ghost — ^his pretty, inno- 
cent little ghost all bleeding I Oh, now I see 
what a good papa you've been for whipping 
me, and how very wrong you'd have been 
if you'd spared me when I begged you to ! 
Better flog a good-for-nothing boy like me a 
thousand times than let him hurt Looloo. I 
knew well enough at the time you oughtn't, but, 
of course, I couldn't lie quite still (no boy in 
my place could, I should think) when I saw the 
bircli in your hand, and remembered haw hor- 
ridly it stung, I couldn't help crying out when 
you lashed me with the birch so angrily, and 
begging for mercy, little as I knew I merited it. 
It was for you to administer as many strokes as 
you thought necessary to cure me of my folly, 
and not to make them fewer or less sharp for the 
crying of a boy like me. And it was for me, as long 
as I lay in your hands without struggling, to howl 
as much as I pleased, and let you know how 
much you hurt me. And lastly it was for dear 
Looloo and Ab to pity me afterwards." 

And then he ran out into the meadows with 
Louey and Abbie, knowing how partial to mush- 
rooms papa was, and gathered him a large dish of 
them as a peace-offering, to show how much he 
loved him, and got the cook to stew them for him. 

" I thought of them, pa dear," quoth he, "as 
I was in the woods facing the meadow ; but I 
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hadn't the heart to stop ctnd gather them^ I was 
so frightened and unhappy. And^ besides^ I had 
nothing bat my handkerchief to pat them into ; 
bat now that we three have gone and gathered 
thexn for you, I hope you'll like them with the 
pheasant for supper. You'll let me help you, 
w^on't you ? — And here are some flowers for you, 
dear ma," added he. '' I only wish I could have 
thought of something better for you both; for 
I know very well there aren't many bad boys 
like me that have got such good papas and 
mammas as I have." 

And papa wa>s happy to think that his own 
boy loved him so entirely. 

*' Thank God for that ! " quoth he to mamma, 
when Ned had at last left them alone to go to 
his lessons. '^ Our poor foolish boy loves his 
father dearly. He was so humble and penitent, 
and knelt down, and allowed himself to be 
stripped, and yielded himself up to the rod, to 
be corrected, with such dutiful, child-like sub- 
missiveness. No boy could take it better. And 
when it was over, he wanted so terribly to be 
forgiven, and to kiss and be friends again. Oh, 
he did look so at me, poor boy, with his eyes 
brimful of tears, sobbing bitterly the while, and 
wriggling like any eel. But I had nothing but 
rough words and black looks for him, and he 
slunk drearily in between the sheets, and buried 
his face in his hands upon his pillow whilst \^^y^ 
scolded him ; and when he ventured to steal one 
last wistful look as I went away, I wouldn't see 
it. Poor dear boy, he won't rob an orchard 
again in a hurry ! " 
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Meanwhile his schoolfellows had been quite 
unable to wait till next mornings and had slipped 
away to the Hall^ in flat defiance of all rules^ to 
tell Ned their plans. 

*' We're all going to sign a round-robin/' said 
one. 

'* We're all going to petition Daddy in a body/' 
said another. 

" Bail to any amount freely oflfered for yoa, 
Ned/' cried a third. 

^' A curtain lecture to-night, for Daddy, till 
he caves in/' laughed a fourth. 

'' Harry and Dick have got round their granny^ 
and she says she won't have her pretty darling 
munched/' jibed a fifth. 

" Daddy's not a bad sort himself/' said a sixth; 
^^ he only wants a decent 'scuse to get out of it/' 

'^ So, Ned, just let's see what sort of a peni- 
tential mug you can screw up," said one. 

But Ned had got by this time to look upon 
his expulsion as a regular '^ lark." Such is the 
common fate of bugbears. He had encountered 
it at first, not many hours before, with eyes mo- 
tionless in his head, with chilly horror, and now 
he couldn't make a long face over it for laughter. 

^^Oh, Ned, that'll never do," roared a second; 
"Daddy can never take that; do try again. 
That face aint /ia// long enough." 

But the face that should have been all peni- 
tent humility, do what Ned would, was only arch, 
roguish sauciness. It would persist in being 
round and red, like a Worcestershire apple. 

So the boys, greatly shocked, at least, so they 
said, at his hardened impenitence, gave it up 
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in despair, and retired, shaking their heads, as 
gravely as ever they could, at the shamef al im- 
propriety of his demeanour. 

And then, having learnt his lessons for the 
next morning with unusual care, he went back 
again into the parlour, just as the pheasant and 
mushroomis came in. 

"Oh,pa,^^ quoth he gleefully , ''don^t they smell 
nice. Do taste them; but first, just let me give 
you plenty of gravy over them, and sprinkle 
plenty of pepper. Oh they just are jolly, with 
the pheasant.^' 

And with that, he kissed his papa for very joy, 
as he tasted the dainties that love had seasoned 
so. And so completely had the happy boy al- 
ready forgotten the late terrors of papa^s frown, 
that he had the unparalleled impudence to twit 
him with eating the stolen plunder he had flogged 
him for. 

'^Ah," jibed he (whilst his saucy eyes fairly 
danced in a sea of confiding love), " poor Ned 
gets the flogging, and papa eats the pheasant.'^ 

Papa might have retorted that he found it pre- 
cious tough, having only been shot that day, but 
he hadn^t the heart to vex him, so the boy went 
on smiling gaily. 

''Never mind, darling pa, jon're awfully 
welcome. You didn^t whip me a bit liko parson. 
You meant to, I know, you^re so terribly good 
and conscientious, and did your best, no doubt, 
but you loved me too dearly. For aU I had made 
you so angry with me by my folly, you loved me 
too dearly in your heart, even then, and your 
strokes came weak. Oh ! pa, you'd never do 
p 
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for a real Jack Ketch (you needn't flatter your- 
self) you're mucli too sweet, and gentle, and 
merciful. So do eat a bit more : it's so jolly 
good, and let me help you to some more mush- 
rooms/' 

And now Abby appeared to answer the bell. 
He had gone about the room like a cat on hot 
walnut-sneUs, as he tremblingly laid the supper, 
shrinking at the sound of the voice and not daring 
to meet the eye of his angry master. 

But now, at a smile from Eddie, after first 
stealing a hurried glance at the face he at once 
loved so child-likely, and revered with such page- 
like humbleness, and finding it no longer cold 
and forbidding, he screwed up courage, whilst 
taking away the things, to beg pardon for his 
late " horrid behaviour to Master Edwin "; and 
Ned, of course, backed him up, and said, '^ Oh, 
pa, do forgive him ! He was in such a fright 
I really don't think he knew what he was saying, 
any more than I did when you shook and cufied 
me so. He's awfully sorry, and that's enough, 
isn't it ? There's been quite enough whipping 
to-day, I'm sure, already; hasn't there, pa, 
now ? So do forgive him." 

So he was forgiven at last. There were cer- 
tainly h's enough in his '^ h-horrid " to express 
any amount of self-loathing; and when papa 
came into Ned's bed-room, to take away his 
candle and give him his last kiss before he 
slept, he found Abby lying beside him, all lively 
gratitude and meek contrition, and little Looloo 
nestling close in between them, all love and pity 
for his brother, and innocent pride and pleasure in 
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his own share in the doings of the day ; and poor 
Ned, quite worn out and very sleepy, but still 
clinging lovingly to the other two. After all that 
had happened since morning-school, the three 
boys couldn't bear to be parted from one another, 
and they were quite a pretty sight for papa, as 
they lay drowsily hanging together so brotherly. 

Next morning the Squire took his boy with 
him down to the national school, and gave his 
little rustic f ellow-deKnquents, all assembled there 
for the purpose, a most horrible scolding. The 
frightened lads huddled as close round our hero 
as ever they could, cowering and ready to 
blubber, and casting appealing glances at him to 
speak up for them. 

Dreadful as it was to be taken before a 
magistrate, and punished by him, what the 
squire threatened was yet more dreadful — that 
" dear Master Eddie '* would have to be sent at 
once to boarding-school, now that he was ex- 
pelled from Fergus's, and that even when he 
was at home for his holidays they were to keep 
company with him no more ; they had done him 
mischief enough already. 

'^ Oh, pa,'' cried he, reproachfully, '^ it's very 
cruel of you threatening to part me and the 
boys, and to send me away from you. Even if 
Mr. Fergus won't have me, I can still stay at the 
national school, and learn my Latin at home, 
and Cousin Atty, when he comes, can help me 
with it, so you mustn't send me away, indeed 
you mustn't. TpuVe a right to heat me as much 
as ever you think fit, but even you have no right 
to do that J' 
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Papa smiled at this rebellious attempt to limit 
his prerogative. 

^^ At least, pa/' resumed our hero, '' unless 
you find me quite incorrigible, and I'll never, I'm 
sure, never be that. I can't promise always to 
be good, though I do mean to try, but I can 
promise always to love you, and to humble my- 
self and be sorry when you punish me. With 
me loving you as I do, you must know yourself, 
however much I may vex you sometimes and 
want whipping for my folly, I would never vex 
or disobey you deliberately, you know I wouldn't. 
At the very worst, it's only the trouble of 
whipping me now and then. You know I love 
you, so you might remember that I am bitt 
a poor helpless boy after all, and not be cruel 
with me ; you'd all yesterday evening to punish 
me in as much as ever you liked, without be- 
ginning again this morning. Oh, pa ! I thought 
you'd forgiven me — ^you made me believe you 
had — and it's very cruel of you." 

And as the eyes were filling fast, and the 
voice was broken with sobs (or he would have 
said much more), papa apologised. 

And now, a humble deputation of all the boys 
going over the way to Mr. Fergus, his own two 
boys put on such a heartbroken look, and the 
other boys were all so clamorously eager for 
Ned to take his seat on the form at once, and 
say his morning lessons with them, and Ned 
liimself, satchel in hand, looked so wistful, that 
further resistance was out of the question. So, 
without even reading his papa's note, he was 
graciously pleased to restore him once more to 
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favour, and to his seat on the form between Wat 
and Harry. 

And there was a general amnesty. And, in- 
deed, Mr. Pulson^s, however ^^ highly respect- 
able,^' as Daddy vouched for its being, would 
never have done for Ned Middleton. If he .had 
been sent away in disgrace from home, for 
his late transgressions, to a boarding-school, it 
would simply have ruined him. He would have 
blubbered before all the boys like any baby ; been 
misery itself for a week or so ; then gradually 
hardened into the very worst boy in the whole 
school ; and finally broken the hearts of his poor 
doting parents. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

DAMON AND PYTHIAS. 

And now Atty came to Raby to live with Eddy 
after his mother's death, and a most happy time 
he had there. And Ned declared papa had never 
given him ^'half such a jolly birthday gift be- 
fore/' and was inexpressibly grateful and loving 
over him. 

And then all the little ones gathered round, 
and got on papa's lap in a most unaccountable 
manner, and put their arms round his neck, and 
cuddled and kissed, and coaxed and whispered. 

And then papa produced the presents he had 
brought home for them, the distribution of which 
had been unfortunately delayed by Ned's mis- 
conduct. 

And Looloo said, " All of us little ones agreed 
with pa, Eddie dear, that we'd rather wait for 
our presents till you could have yours, too. And 
pa made us keep it a secret till Atty came and 
we could all enjoy our presents together; that 
is, if we were all of us good in the mean- 
while." 

And papa had given Atty a charming book on 
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the occasion of his coming to live at Raby, with 
these few words on the fly-leaf : — 

To Arthur Middlkton Ltndalb, 

On the happy occasion of his coming to live 
amongst us. — From his loving pa/pa, 

Arthur Middleton. 

And he was welcomed home with many other 
presents besides from all his little boy and girl 
cousins. But Ned gave him his choice of all 
that he had^ but at the same time said with a 
smile, ''It^s hardly worth while, Atty, is it, 
though, if we^re to go partners in everything ? '' 

And this book was the most charming book 
in the whole world. 

It was a '^ Robinson Crusoe, '^ beginning with 
the shipwreck, and ending with Robinson^s leav- 
ing the island, with prints on every page^ for 
him and Ned to paint between them, and one 
coloured picture at least to every chapter ; the 
type clear and large j the paper fine and glossy ; 
and the binding a rich purple, gorgeous all over 
with gilt. This book the two delighted lads 
read together overnight as long as papa would 
let them sit up, each of them taking his turn to 
read aloud, while the other helped Edy to paste 
the pictures into her present— a scrap-book, all 
vermilion, beautifully gilded with flowers and 
butterflies — ^and coloured them with Ned^s new 
paints. And Feely sat on one side of Ned and 
Atty, and Foley on the other, their arms for ever 
Q 2 
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round tlieir necks^ and their lips for ever ap- 
plied to theirs, showing their presents. 

And Rue and Maude were delightsomely em- 
ployed in a similar manner. And Ab, the page, 
no less happy than the rest, fluttered to and 
fro, waiting upon them all, and watching wliat 
they were doing. 

And when mamma sent them up to bed at 
last, the two boys took their new book up with 
them, and read it till she came to give them the 
last kiss, and see that their candle was put ont. 

And then they knelt down side by side in the 
dark, and Eddy said the following prayer aloud ; 

^^ God bless dear papa and mamma, and all 
my little brothers and sisters, and all my dear 
schoolfellows and village mates, and let us all 
meet in heaven together, and not have our hap- 
piness there marred by the loss of so much as 
one. Oh, God, I love them all ; there's not a 
single one of them I can spare, so do let us all 
be there ! 

'^ And bless dear cousin Atty, who has just 
come here, and help him to make me good, and 
help me to make him happy.'' 

And Atty, after listening to his cousin Eddy's 
prayer mighty gladly, repeated his prayer a— 
happy orphan's wild hymn of gratitude. 

And then they got into bed. 

And then, as they kissed and wished one 
another good-night, they vowed and protested 
that they would always love one another thus, 
like twin brothers, and have all things in com- 
mon. And Ned should marry Atty's sister Nell, 
and Atty Ned's sister Edy. And they should 
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*'all live happy for ever after/^ as the fairy- 
books say. 

And, thus vowing and protesting, sleep over- 
took them, as they lay, brother Hke, in each 
other^s arms. 

And when they woke up next morning, the 
first thing they did was to finish their " Robinson 
Grasoe/^ 

And then they went up to National School, 
and begged a half -holiday for the boys there. 

And then, after dinner, Eddy and Atty played 
at Robinson Crusoe with them. 

And they filled a boat with all manner of 
things, and swam naked into the water, and got 
them out, &c., &c. 

But their idea of Robinson Crusoe was not 
confined to Eddie as Robinson, and Atty as his 
man Friday, and themselves as attendant spirits 
of the island, helping them at their work, but 
included also papa, and mamma, and the little 
ones at the Hall, and all the boys at Ferguses 
and the National School, and dear old Raby, 
every inch of it. And the glorious picture that 
so dazzled their youthful imaginations was so 
far imperfect, if they lost one boy, one tree, one 
flower, or even one blade of grass of their native 
soil. 

And as they rested awhile on the grass of their 
Desert Island, after successfully founding a most 
flourishing colony on it, their schoolboy tongues 
uttered the fairy wishes of their hearts, and a 
golden daydream of perfect happiness spread 
itself out before their eyes. 

'^ Oh, how happy we shall be. Master Eddie ! '^ 



d by Google 



218 THE BOYS or RABT. 

Bighed the simple village lads, '^when you be- 
come our squire, to work hard, oh, so hard, for 
you, if you^U only let us, and give us enough to 
eat and drink, and clothes to wg&t" 

'^ And if the French came,'' quoth the Limpet 
(as Jim Ardley was nicknamed, for always stick- 
ing so close to his prince), — ^^and if the French 
came/' quoth he, fcring up into martial ardour, 
*' to go out and fight them for Eddie's sake, and 
die at his feet." 

"And I," protested Atty, as he lay beside 
his cousin, '^ how happy I should be, if I might 
not stay here with Ned as his brother, to stay 
with him like Abby, at any rate, and be his 
page, and black his boots, and look after his 
pony, and wait behind him at table, and neyer 
be parted from him all the days of my life." 

And the day was one succession of treats ; for 
all Ned's principal cronies at school — ^the Fer- 
guses, and the Bethunes, and three or four more 
— came to the Hall, to make " the new boy's '^ 
acquaintance. 

And Atty pricked his finger in their presence, 
and signed a bond in his own blood (all to please 
himself, for no one ever dreamed of asking him) 
to be Jimmy's faithful Jack " all the days of his 
life." ^ ^ 

And from that hour he was a more perfect 
slave to his cousin in all things than ever one 
boy was to another before, partly because it was 
his nature to be the slave of those he loved, and 
neither he nor Ned could help it (Ned often said 
it was a shame, and tried to, but never could; 
Atty would be his slave), and partly because 
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never before did one boy love another so mncli. 
But never was slave so free, for never was slave 
so willing; and never was slave so tappy, for 
they bad all things in common. 

And they were all so manifestly loath to go 
that the hospitable squire took pity on 'them, 
Srnd offered them supper and a sandwich bed. 
No eager, honest, laughter-loving schoolboys, 
you may be sure, ever could want less pressing 
than they did. A little polite hesitation, that 
their smiUng hosts, both young and old, quietly 
waved aside as a matter of course, and they were 
all sparkliug-eyed dehght. 

And at supper they had the remains of Ned's 
darling pheasant potted. And drank Atty's 
health in champagne, alias home-made gooseberry 
wine. " The new boy. Three cheers for him.'' 
And when they were all in bed '^ astonished his 
weak mind," as the saying is, by inviting him to 
supper up in their dormitory at ^'old Scour- 
geus's," on the remains of the prog, ''9"30 p.m., 
sharp, to-morrow night." 

The virtuous Atty stared aghast at the hideous 
picture of nocturnal revelry thus presented to his 
contemplation. But Master Ned, of the ill- 
regulated mind, only laughed. The training of 
such a bad one, in the strict paths of Arthurian 
virtue, would evidently prove a very stiff job. 

And Ned told Atty all his secrets, and all his 
schoolboy tricks and adventures. He hid nothing 
from him of all his history from the time he 
could first remember, or rather, from the time 
of their last sad parting at Christmas (for the 
rest he had told him then) until now. 
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But when Atty was told the famoos story of 
the ^eat Baby orchard robbery, it didn^t at all 
come up to his ideas of the dear glorious object 
of his implicit hero-worship, and he made up, 
^'all out of his own head,'' an entirely new 
version of it. 

According to him "Poor Ned'' was entirely 
innocent. He had first earnestly warned tie 
little reckless village lads against the wicked 
folly they were meditating. ^' Oh, don't ; pray, 
don't; whatever wiU papa say? Oh, you will 
be so punished, all of you. Pray, don't." 

And when they would do it, and drove him 
rudely from them with harsh reproaches, because 
he wouldn't join them, he still lingered lovingly 
near, and watched anxiously over diem, and ran 
and gave them warning of the parson^s coming. 
And then he got caught himself, and in spite of 
all his earnest protestations of innocence, because 
he wouldn't prove his protestations by betraying 
the other boys, Mr. Fergus gave him a most 
awful caning for first of all ^^ picking and steal- 
ing " and then telling Ues about it, and ^^ taking 
God's holy name in vain." But when he still 
held out, such was his devoted princely love and 
pity for the village lads, for all they had treated 
him so scurvily, cruel Mr. F. threatened to expel 
him. ^^And what," said he, ^'will your papa 
say then ? " 

^^Poor Ned" laughed at this point of his 
cousin's story, and said, ^^I'm afraid I'm not 
quite such a saint, Atty, as you want to make 
me out." 

Still, he was hugely pleased and flattered* 
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And every wriggling young sandwich in the 
room agreed with him in applauding Atty, and 
pronouncing his story first-rate. 

Thus encouraged, our young romancer w^it 
on as follows : — 

*^ Of course, Ned, the boys all took your part 
like bricks ; and though Mr. Fergus made them 
send you to Coventry when he was present, they 
always fd;ched you back again fast enough 
directly his back was turned. 

' But nothiog could a charm impart 

To soothe poor Eddie's woe ; 

For grief was heavy at his heart, 

And oft the tear would flow/ 

'^ So in spite of all the boys^ rough attempts 
to comfort you, you sp6nt three or four days in 
the bitterest anguish, dreading papa's return on 
account of the master's threats, one day half 
inclined to split upon ^ the cads, ' to save your- 
sdf from expulsion, and the next day gallantly 
resolved, in spite of all your fears, to throw 
yourself entirely upon his well-known goodness. 
But when papa came home your courage failed 
you. You know now how silly you were, but 
yon couldn't help it then. The very first sight 
of him threw you into the bluest funk poor 
guilty boy ever was in. So being quite beside 
yourself, you ran sweating into the woods, you 
know, never thinking he had brought me with 
him to live with you, and be your bedfellow, and 
all the boys went in search of you, and I amongst 
them; and it was me, not Looloo, you sur- 
rendered yourself to directly you saw me. 
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'' ' Oh, Atty/ you sighed out in the most 
piteous voice I had ever yet heard in my life ; 
' Oh, Atty, is it you ? You may well wonder 
what I^m here for; I know IVe been very 
foolish, but oh, don't scold me; I was so 
frightened.''' 

^* Ah," sighed Eddie, interrupting the youthfal 
fictionist, " I might well say that. It was awfd 
foolish and cowardly of me, besides being m 
wicked and cruel to poor dear papa and mamma 
and everyone that loved me, that is, everyone 
for miles round (oh, Atty, you can't think what 
a many people love me), frightening them all 

BO." 

True enough; Eddie was quite right there. 
Those tender-hearted young thief-takers, little 
Looloo and the village lads, couldn't have done a 
kinder or more merciful thing to the poor mna- 
way child than hunting him out and dragging 
him home amongst them for punishment, hard 
as it sounds to say so. If he had been left by 
himself all that dreadful afternoon undiscovered 
.amid the thick foliage of those pathless woods 
he might have lurked about in them in an agony 
of childish terror till nightfall, and then quite 
exhausted, have crawled in more dead than imve, 
to cast first one hasty glance round lie room ifl 
search of a whip, cane, rod, or some such ugly 
thing on this chair or that, or on the table or 
sofa, and then to rush hastily forward, catch fast 
hold of his father's hands, and shriek for mercy, 
and then, a moment after, looking into his pale, 
anxious face to perceive that he wasn't at all 
angry, that his mother was crying, and thfl^ 



d by Google 



DAMON AND PYTHIAS. 223 

tliey were all, like himself, ready to faint with 
terror. 

Atty resumed his story thus, when Eddie was 
silent again: — '^^ However/ you went on, you 
know, to say, ^ I'm heartily ashamed of myself 
now for having been such a duflfer. So here I 
am ; please take me to papa at once and let me 
have my punishment over as soon as possible. 
But oh, indeed, indeed I wasn't with the other 
boys when they robbed parson's orchard last 
Sunday, though I was naughty and foolish boy 
enough to join them yesterday out poaching on 
Sir Henry Maitland's preserves.' 

^^And seizing upon you as my prisoner I 
answered thus : ' Oh, Ned ! papa, I'm sure, is 
every bit as afraid of flogging you as you are of 
being flogged ; and, besides, I've been begging 
and praying him to forgive you this once for 
my sake, and not make my first day here 
miserable. 

'^ And you interrupted me, breathlessly crying 
out, ^ Oh, Atty ! I know he's very forgiving. 
He's forgiven me scores of times. And has he 
forgiven me, then ?' " 

"Ah!" remarked Eddy, "that's just what I 
should have said ; it's so awful true. There isn't 
a boy in the whole school that's got a father fit 
to be compared with mine. If any boy here 

thinks he has. 111 . But never mind, now, 

what I'll do to him. I Jcnow he hasn't. The 
dear old governor never whacked me but once 
ever since I was bom, and then he couldn't help 
whacking me any more than I could help being 
whacked. And, upon my word, I don't know 
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which of the two liked it least. Go on, Jacky. 
What did you say then ? '' 

" I said, ' Yes, Ned. I made him. I clung 
to him, and coaxed so, and he wanted to so him- 
self ; I could see that plainly enough,^ '^ resumed 
'^ Jacky/' " 'But he made me kiss and hug him 
over and over again, first, and promise to love 
him dearly ; and I^m always to call him papa for 
the future, and be a very good boy my own self, 
and do aU that ever I can to make you one, too. 
And so I mean to. And then he sent me scour- 
ing away to overtake the other boys. But I 
wouldn't tell them, because I wanted to have the 
pleasure of telKng you all to myself, without 
their cutting in. 

'' ' But,' I went on to say, * Mr. Fergus has 
been and made papa believe you were one of the 
thieves; so, if you weren't you'd better come 
home at once and tell him so.' 

''So off we flew home like shots. * Bnt 
when papa heard your story he believed you 
at once ? • 

" ' Ned never told me a lie in^is life,' said he. 
' I can believe Ned whatever he says.' " 

" No more I ever have," once more broke in 
our hero, " except once, out of pity for cousin 
Erry." 

"So he was awfully savage with Parson 
Meddle for the lies he had been telling, and 
shook his horsewhip over him till he turned as 
white as a sheet, and trembled all over like an 
aspen leaf. And Mr. Fergus, too, was a good 
deal ashamed of having been so hasty. But you 
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said you didn't mind^ for yon had me for smart- 

money/' 

When Afcty's story was finished^ Ned and tho 

rest of the boys all vociferously thanked him, 

and praised his inventive ingenuity up to the 

skies. 

They further pronounced him '^ a chap of the 

rig'ht sort, and no mistake,'' and very generously 

voted him "a bumper of the squire's very choicest 

Bur^ndy to whet his whistle with after his 

story-telling." 

^^ Thanks," laughed Atty ; ^' I hope jnj story's 

rather choicer than your Burgundy, all the same, 

though." 

"Well," quoth Wat Bethune, ''when we get 
you up to our dormitory at Fergus's we'll give 
you a regular stunning eye-opener. Call us 
sneaky Medlars, else." 

And ever after this, Atty was formally installed 
as public story-teller to Raby-cum-Dunedin, and 
was found a perfect mine of rhymes and riddles, 
and fairy tales, and schoolboy adventures of all 
sorts, and was in infinite request, in consequence, 
at bedtime especially. 

And this was Atty's happy dream that night 
as, after hearing all Eddy's saucy pranks glee- 
fully recounted, and magnified in a playful spirit 
of mischief a thousandfold by his admiring play- 
mates, he went to sleep by his side, his loving 
Uttle heart all aglow with the resolve to fulfil 
the oath he had sworn to dear uncle and poor 
mamma, and make, as he called it, " a real good 
boy " of him. 
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He dreamt he was with his mamma in an m)- 
speakably beautiful garden, full of all manner of 
delicious fruits and fragrant flowers. And he 
knew, by the angels fluttering all about, that 
it was no other than Paradise. But Eddie 
was not there. And his mamma sighed softly, 
and said, '^Oh, what have you done with 
Eddie?'' 

And all the angels sighed softly, too, and 
said, "Oh, what has become of our brother? 
Yonder he is. Oh ! save him, and bring him 
hither.'' 

And he turned round and saw a crystal stream 
of flowing water running between the garden 
and the world, and in it Eddie, struggling and 
beginning to sink, and calling out to him for 
help. 

And he ran, and plunged into the water, and 
caught hold of him by the hand. And he was 
pulling him along, and had just got him safe to 
land, when he awoke and found he had got B^die 
by the hand, and Eddie was clinging to him as 
he had done in the water. 

Just then Eddie awoke, too, and he told him 
his dream. And then Eddie told him his. 

He dreamed that Atty had run away from him, 
and that he pursued and searched for him, but 
could not find him anywhere. At last he came 
to a bright crystal stream, and, looking into it, 
he saw, not himself, but Atty. And beautiful as 
Atty's face always was, it was now a thousand 
times more beautiful than ever, for the purple 
halo of heaven was upon it. And the angel 
face wore a look of passionate entreaty, cu3 it 
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rippled the surface of the water with its breath, 
saying, *' Come, Eddie, come ! " 

And he looked again, and saw underneath the 
water gardens full of the most glorious fruits and 
flowers, and angels flitting about in them, and a 
purple light shining upon them direct from the 
very throne of Grod Himself, to which Atty was 
inviting him. 

And Eddie tried to jump into the water, to 
come at the beautiful gardens, but the water and 
the beautiful gardens receded from him. 

Then Atty said, "Oh, Eddie! I am im- 
prisoned in this water if I may not have you 
with me.^^ 

And with that he ascended up out of the 
water, and the beautiful gardens vanished quite 
away. And, full of tender gratitude to think 
that his cousin should have given up Paradise 
itself for his sake, Eddie awoke and found him- 
self in Atty's arms. 

Thus, not even sleep put an end to the con- 
test of love between the two, that beginning 
when they got up went on at all their lessons, 
their sports and their meals, and pursued them 
even to their dreams. 

Directly the clock struck twelve, and the 
boys all trooped out to play, they swarmed 
eagerly about Master Ned, crying out, '^ What 
is it to be, Ned ? What game shall we play 
at ? '' 

And when, boy-like, he answered, ^'Whatever 
you like, Jack/^ (or Tom, or Dick, as the case 
might be), " I don't care,'' it appeared that they 
didn't care either. They had lost all volition. 
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'' Come, Ned/^ then would Atty suggest, "you 
know best what we all like, so whatever you say 
we'll play at/' 

At dinner they exchanged mouthfuls, and all 
but shared plates. And Ned stole Atty's fat off 
his plate when he had too much, and ate it him- 
self ; and Atty gave him a sup of his beer to 
wash it down. And when there wasn't fruit tart 
or jam roll enough to go round, Ned forced him 
to take his piece, and made him give him his 
rice, which went against his squeamish stomach. 

But, when their bed was like ice with the 
piercing east winds of the long winter nights, 
and they raced with one another which could 
undress and get in first, and take the chill off 
for the other and make a warm nest for him, 
and Ned had outstript (literally outstHpt) Atty, 
as he always did, and left him outside to whine, 
^^ You never will let me be warming-pan,^' then, 
as they lay warm and snug in each other's arms, 
the talks were, I think, the longest and sweetest, 
and the dreams of one another afterwards, the 



But I must now hjwsten on to Chapter XIIL 
How Atty tried hard to make Eddy ''real 
good;" and how the foolish boys at Dunedin 
House set Ned's back up, and how he illosed 
Atty, and how unhappy he was afterwards till 
he had begged his pardon and made it up ; and 
how glad poor, frightened Atty himself was to 
kiss and be friends again, and show him the long 
imposition he had written for him that weary 
afternoon, when he was left all alone by himself 
to sob and sob, with no one to comfort him but 
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pretty little Lili, whilst Ned went out larking 
witli the other boys ; and how Ned once seduced 
Atty into mischief, and then lovingly endured 
the punishment for both in the infinity of his 
compassion at the sight of the poor sensitive 
lad^s shrinking from the cold, pitiless igno- 
miny ; these, and many such like events I have 
no space for here ; but they will all be seen at 
full length in *^ The Reign of Love^^ (at present 
in MS.), as will also those parts of Chapter I., 
from which I have, in the present work, parted 
company as grudgingly as a dog from his bone, 
or a mother from her little Jacky the first time 
he goes to school. But my critics would all 
have it so. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

THE LETTER FBOM MUGBT. 

The month of cold, skort bathes, and of sharp 
running -matches, and hare- and -hounds, and 
paper races after them, and coming in any time 
to dinner with glowing cheeks all beauty, and 
panting breath all sweetness, and the appetites of 
wolves and the manners of bears — ^the month of 
October — ^was past, and it was now a dull, foggy, 
cheerless afternoon in November, and the two 
cousins were on their way back from school. 

Now in the morning a very singular thing had 
happened. Master Ned had received a letter — ^a 
real letter (not a play one), with a used stamp 
and a post-mark on it. This alone was singular 
enough; but there was something more than 
this. 

[' Oh, pa ! '' cried he, '' a letter for me ! That 
is jolly. " I haven't had one ever since I was born 
hardly. Hand it over, please. Paws off, Pora- 
pey ! Why, its from Brry at Mugby. I thought 
he was never going to write. And it's quite a 
long one, too.'' 

But when he bad at last made it all out — ^three 
large sheets of paper, the longest epistle he had 
ever seen in his life, and papa was plucking it 
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oat of his hand to read too — he cried out, " Oh, 
pa dear, don^t make me show it you ; it^s — it^s 
— oh, pa dearest, please don't make me ! '' 

Weak, over-indulgent papa, of course, said no 
more, and mute astonishment fell upon the entire 
party round the break&st-table. 

However, papa was soon amply rewarded for 
his forbearance, for whilst Atty was collecting 
his and Ned's books, and putting them into their 
satchel, Ned flung his arms round his pa's neck, 
and kissed and hugged him, protesting '^ Oh, 
you are the dearest, kindest, sweetest papa that 
ever was, letting your naughty, foolish, idle, 
good-for-nothing Eddie, coaxing young humbug 
as you know he is, have his own way in every- 
thing. It's because you know I love you so, pa, 
isn't it?" 

Papa smiled assent. 

'^Well, then," pursued the saucy urchin, 
^^ though it i« a secret, I'll tell you so much to 
ease that poor dear anxious mind of yours, and 
keep it from fretting whilst we're away. It isn't 
anything wrong or dishonourable. I'm not going 
to do anything you'll be angry with me for when 
you come to know. So now, you dear, kind old 
governor, I hope you're satisfied." 

But now the mystery came out. Ned put his 
arm round his cousin's neck, and his mouth close 
to his ear, and whispered — 

^' Oh, Azamond, such a secret 1 " 

And then he pulled the letter out of his pocket 

and read it out to him (or gave it him to read, 

I hardly know which is the proper expression, 

as it was as much the one as. the other), with 

B 2 
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numerous eager parenthetical remarks and ex- 
planations of his own. 
It ran as follows : — 

''Nov, 9th, 18 
" Dear Nep, — Kerens Guy Fawkes come and 
gone, and you not written to yet in spite of all 
my promises. An't I a pretty fellow ? Not got 
bowels enough to fill the inside of a nit, have 1 ? 
However, here goes. So youre turned burglar 
at last in right down earnest ? Don't I just owe 
you one for your burglaring when I was last at 
your diggings, and wont I pay off old scores 
when I come your way next ? I'm not quite 
certain of my next dodge, but it'll be a dodge 
and a half, so prepare yourself my dear boy. 
All the same I was awful sorry for your wheals ; 
it certainly was an awful chouse your being 
switched twice over for the same thing all 
through parson's meddling. 

"However, i've had my wheals too since I 
saw you last. Only axe Johnny else. That's 
what our fellows call the Head Master. His 
name is Wool. The boys have a funny saying 
about him ; like Zaccheug he's little in stature, 
but extrordinary zealous in the use of the birch, 
so they call his switchings pig-shearings 'great 
ory and little Wool,^ you know. Well now for 
my news. I'm now on the high road to promo- 
tion. Field Marshall Salkeld, K.C.B., &c. We 
are all in a state of insurrection, and it having' 
come out that I am intended for her Majesty's 
service, my military talents have been called into 
requisition. I wont bother your dear thick ol J 
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skull with the details of the great Mttgby in- 
surrection — only thus much. There is a custom 
here — has been from time immemorial — when a 
tradesman gets into disgrace with the head mas- 
ter of what's called discommoning him. They 
are one and all of them awfully afraid of this, 
for if a tradesman is once discommoned none of 
our fellows are allowed to enter his shop, and if 
any of them do they get it sweetly. Well, what 
with all the old women hereabouts being thrown 
into hysterics by them, and what with the Pope's 
looking upon them in the light of a personal 
insult, and writing to the Queen to say so, and 
what with skirmishes with the cads, and certain 
unlucky accidents to authorities, and young 'uns 
having their bags blown up, certain eligible 
young damsels receiving severe shocks, and what 
not, fireworks have been put a stop too this year. 
All the same, notwithstanding the prohibition, 
Tom Fraser bought some fireworks off old 
Noakes, as several other fellows did, and un- 
luckily old Wooly caught Tom letting off some 
Catherine wheels in the yard and hauled him up. 
Of course Tom said he had bought them off 
Noakes, but when John sent round the sly old 
begar was perfectly shocked at the idea of such 
an enormity, and denied it with many pieous as- 
severations. Now of all the double-faced old 
codgers on the face of the earth that lying old 
varmint is the double-facedest, one story for 
Johnny and another for us fellows. You should 
see him at church, he looks so sweetly at John, 
and sighs as if his good old heart would break 
at the slightest shadow of a gigle in our gallery; 
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but when we go down to his shop with pleniy of 
tin he's as great a sinner as any of ns. 

'' Of course poor Tom had no chance against 
such a pieous ai*ticle as this, so being convicted 
of breaJcing rules and telling lies about it^ and 
suspected of dealing with that discommoned 
old reprobate, Nat Higgins, Johnny's especial 
horror, he got jolly well flogged the following 
morning. It was now high time for our fellows 
to summon a council of war, and the question 
being put to the vote it was resolved to give it 
old Noakes, so we trouped after dark in a body 
armed with missiles of a destructive character, 
and smashed his windows and gave him the full 
benefit of his own fireworks by introducing them 
through the apertures to the great alarm of the 
Noakes family, at the same time uproariously 
insulting their sanctimonious pretences with 
many choice epithets. For this Johnny, much 
enraged, stopped the bounds of the whole upper 
fifth for the rest of the half. In the excited 
state of public feeling this of course was in- 
tolerable, and we determined to repel it, and the 
insurrection was forthwith planned for the fol- 
lowing day. Meanwhile the symptoms of a 
wide-spread disaffection were everywhere visible. 
In Palmer's room, where the upper fourth were 
young Archie Macdonald about half way through 
work began wistling 'Up in a balloon,' and 
when Palmer told him to stop, the tune was im- 
medeately taken up, and the more raggy Pahner 
got the louder and more varied grew the songs. 
Books and slates were now seen flying in every 
direction, till all of a sudden some chap turned 



d by Google 



THE LETTER FBOM MUOBY. 235 

off the gas and Palmer was left solus gnashing 
his teeth hke Moses when the candle blew out. 
Nor was the scene much better in the lower fifth, 
and even in the upper fifth the august presence 
of Johny himself barely sufficed to restrain the 
outbursts of rebellious enthusiasm. John's 
thoughts were now all of birch for the following 
day^ and ours of sticking like grim death to our 
colours and the watchword of ' No surrender ! ' 
You may imagine there was not much sleep that 
night ; consultations were held in every dormi- 
tory, many plans turned over and many dark 
hints thrown out by the more bloodthirsty. 
Leaders were appointed, Tom Eraser led the 
upper and Munroe the lower fifth, Archie Mac- 
donald the upper and I my staunch Ironsides of 
the lower fourth. I don't remember much about 
the rest. Finally it was arranged that breakfast 
having been carried on quitely to allay suspicion, 
at the ringing of the nine o'clock bell for school 
the schoolroom should be immediately seized 
and the barring-out commenced. Some of us 
wanted to make the call-gong the signal of re- 
volt, and to rush into mutiny as soon as ever we 
had bundled on our cloths, and this would no 
doubt have been the more spirited Une of action, 
but it would have unfortunately lost us the sup- 
port of the third and second regiment (I mean 
form), who insisted, the greedy young pigs, 
upon first securing their matutinal bread and 
butter, so breakfast proceeded quitely enough 
till the wretched rabble of youngsters had taken 
in sufficient cargo, when to the horrified disgust 
of old John the school-bell sounded a good half- 
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hour too soon, and away we all bolted, carrying 
ofE all the grub we could collar as we ran in the 
shape of hunks of bread and butter, pots of jam 
and marmalade, eggs, &c. One gallant heroe 
was seen brandishing a leg of ham, and too 
others endeavouring to imitate his bright ex- 
ample were attempting to carry off the tea-urn, 
but unfortunately it met with a catastrophe and 
was capsized in the melee. So the table was 
cleared in a trice, and with such celerity was the 
word of command obeyed and the manceuvre 
executed that we had all scudded off and were 
safely inside the schoolroom, the bars and bolts 
all drawn, and the flag of freedom waved outside 
before the masters had quite collected their scat- 
tered senses enough to know what it all meant. 
And now all traitors who refused to join in the 
good cause, and malcontents who were enraged 
at the appropriation of their eatables for the 
sustenance of our galant fellows, were sumarily 
ejected with kicks by the Brotherhood. Loudest 
amongst these was Atty^s old friend Guttling 
Joggles : great and inexpressible had been his 
grief at seeing Hugh Peters, one of the fourth, 
running off with a huge and lovjely plum-cake as 
rich as the richest plum-cake you ever read of in 
story, which he had specially reserved for his 
own private delectation. ^ My cake ! my cake ! ' 
cried he in bewailing tones; ^youVe got my 
cake ! ^ and tried to release it from his clutches, 
but he only got soundly kicked on the shins for 
his selfishness, and ran away howling. He now 
came forward to the comittee imploring the re- 
turn of his beloved cake, but all the satisfaction 
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he received was the grateful thanks of the 
comittee for the. very nice cake which was then 
being sliced up and handed round anoiongst the 
troops, but not one slice fell to his lot. 

^^ At last when his cake was all gone and he 
would still keep on whining about it, I reminded 
all the boys what a cad he was and detailed many 
instances of his blackguard meanness, foremost 
among which you may be sure was his treatment 
of the bosom friend of a dear cousin of mine, the 
best fellow in the world, meaning yourself and 
Atty, and concluded by denouncing him as a spy 
and a traitor to the Brotherhood, and proposing 
an adjournment to the Woolly Beards lean-to, 
and every one of us to give him as sharp a cut 
as ever yre could with Johnny^s best birch. This 
was agreed to nem. con. It was in vain he 
beg'ged and entreated us not to flog him, and 
offered to join us if we only wouldn^t. We stript 
him and cut into him so sweetly, that he wont 
have spirits I guess to chuckle over any of us, 
let Johnnie flog as he will. I in particular gave 
it him my very sharpest and hardest for poor 
Atty^s sake. Oh how precious ugly tho cur 
looked howling. 

^^ The next proceeding of the comitee was to 
draw up a schedule of grievances and to issue a 
proclamation that all work would be suspended 
until those giievances were redressed: they were 
forthwith maid out and publickly posted in front 
of the headmaster^s desk. 

^' Meanwhile all efforts at a compromise proved 
wholly ineffectual. Old Wooly outside the door 
indignantly refusing to hear of any terms how- 
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ever hansom^ and imperatively demanding instant 
admission, and we on our part stoutly disdaining 
his low plebeian tlireats of the police and so 
forth. 

" So he retired to his den to await the news 
of our caving in, leaving behind him a possee of 
under-masters and domestics to reconoitre our 
movements. These however were soon put to 
flieht covered with confusion, finding themselves 
omy an object of diversion and ridicule, for man- 
ning our battery (namely the schoolroom win- 
dows), we fired upon them showers of books 
inkpots and slates, and volley after volley from 
cattapults and pea-shootes, accompanied witb 
every form of verbal contumely. We had now 
carried all before us, but the greatest of our 
triumphs was yet to come. At 1 p.m. avoid 
began to be felt in every stomach, and it was 
generally agreed that stout hearts of oak like 
ours wanted something more soUd even than tbe 
Joggles cake and such like dainties to sustam 
them. 

"The comitee therefore summoned a council 
of war, and hunger quickening their wits, a 
decision was soon arrived at. A competent gar- 
rison it was determined should be left behnid, 
while a strong body of the most daring made a 
raid upon the comissariet. Forthwith a body of 
eager volunteers were chosen, and my military 
talents beeing now universaly recognized tie 
command was asigned to me : then drawing back 
the bolts we walked quitely out, determined not 
to let the enemy know before we got at them. 
Success crowned our project. I determined to 
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divide my men into two parts^ the strongest 
mider my immediate command to recognoitre the 
kitchen, whilst the others burst open the lairder. 
Accordingly taking my party I proceeded very 
qnitely to the kitchen, where peeping through 
the keyhole I saw the cook preparing to dive a 
fork into a fizsdng and spitting leg of mutton 
just laid upon the table, along with the other 
domesticks. This was too delicious to withstand, 
so giving the preconcerted signal we rushed in, 
and takmg them completely by surprise they 
were quickly overcome. The kitchen then be- 
came a scene of utter confusion. Every article 
of grub was quickly grabed hold of, including 
joints vegetables and 2 nice puddings from the 
oven. At this moment a briliant idea ran through 
my head. Remembering that the joints that were 
to be baged from the larder would be uncooked, 
it struck me that the cook would be a most 
useful article. So summoning a few of the fel- 
lows whose hands were not full already, we 
bundled her up and forcibly draged her off in 
triumph, notwithstanding the prodigious weight 
of suet and dripping inside her and the 
scratchings and clawings of the other domesticks. 
Our comrades at the larder had been equally suc- 
cessful, so now we had both cook and vitals. 
Great then was the cheering with which we were 
received by the rest when we returned thus 
heavily laden, and bearing the captive struggling 
coyly within our arms. 

"Cooky, not much hurt in her struggles, 
was soon brought round by a moderate tip 
to see the virtue of necessity, and jolly was the 
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scene that then ensned^ some presiding at the 
fire, others dispensing and tucking into the 
eatables. Our jollification was now at its height 
when from the window a hostile host was seen 
approaching, and presently after a loud banging 
was heard at the door. This soon ceased, and 
was followed by the insertion of a crowbar and 
the door was broken open. 

" CalUng upou our men we rushed furiously 
forward at the sight of the cads of Mugby, ns 
Mugbeyites sworn foes from time immemorial, 
all drawn up in full forse* A terrible struggle 
now raged at the door for some time at close 
quarters. But we had only our fists and the 
cads had their long farmers whips with which 
they gave many fearful lashes. 

^* All but the boldest soon fled from this unequal 
conflict, and the enemy seeing their advantage 
rushed in. We were now fairly overcome by 
numbers and further fighting was useless. Even 
flight was no longer in our power for the enemy 
were darkening all the windows, so nothing was 
left but to surrender and to await our doom, and 
here I sit now awaiting it and concluding my 
letter. 

" Ever your afiectionate cousin, 

''Eric Salkeld.'' 

" P.S. — Oh, Ned, my dearest fellow, I am ex- 
pelled, and how shall I dare to go home to- 
morrow ? If I don^t run away this very night I 
shall have no escape. I shall be put into the 
railway carriage whether I will or no ; and how 
shall I face my father at my joumey^s end ? 1 
know of but one place in the whole world to fly 
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to out of my present awful trouble, and that is 
dear, dear old Eaby. So here I'll not stay 
another minit, but fly to the dear, dear, dear old 
place for shelter. I can't go by train, for I 
haven't a shilling left, and what's more, I daren't 
go for fear of being trapped, so I must walk it, 
and walking it I shall be there, I hope, the day 
after to-morrow." 

^^ And there he is now, as likely as not," cried 
our hero in a tremendous state of compassionafce 
excitement over his cousin and old chum at 
Fergus's.. 

And when the two boys got breathless home, 
at^d looked for him, there he was in a truly 
miserable plight, crouching in the well-known 
old hiding-place for hare -and -hounds in the 
middle of the shrubbery, pale with fear, and very 
hun^y and footsore, and trembling with cold, 
and wet through to the skin, so that he moved 
the soft heart of our hero with the liveliest pity. 

And Ned kept him warm as a toast in the hay- 
loft, and washed his poor blistered feet, and fed 
him just Uke one of his own rabbits, and took 
care of him all that evening, and till tea-time on 
the following evening; but then, at last quite 
unable to keep it in any longer, he made a great 
piece of work, climbing papa's knee, and putting 
his arms round his neck, and with many earnest 
entreaties in behalf of the youthful refugee, 
whispered the secret (!) in his ear. Papa pro- 
fessed the due amount of astonishment, though 
the smile that lurked upon his lips would have 
betrayed him to any one less unsuspicious than 
Master Ned. 
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The fact is, he had been the very soul of 
honour, and hadn't been guilty of the very 
smallest act of deliberate prying; but everyone, 
even the faithful Atty, was treacherously eager 
to tell, and Ned himself kept a secret so badly 
that he couldn't well help knowing. 

Next day the wretched culprit's father came 
down to Raby, and would have beaten the poor 
scared and whitefaced boy most fearfully in the 
excess of his passion, but his two little nephews 
wouldn't let him touch Erry, but held his hands 
and wrists and arms, and coiled round him with 
such strength of compassion, that it was quite 
impossible to get at Erry for them. And Arthur 
Ashton came gently to the boys' aid, and said: 
'' Brother, dear brother, excuse me, but neither 
my two lads nor I can sanction such gross in- 
hospitality. Runaway as the boy is, he is still 
my guest. I do not of course justify his late 
misconduct for a moment, but as long as he 
is under my roof I beg you, my dear WiUiam, 
as a personal favour, not to beat him for it." 

^' Get up, wicked boy," cried the angry father, 
'' and don't lie whining there, but go at once 
and bid your aunt and cousins goodbye, and 
then put on your cap and come with me. We 
shall have something to say to one another on 
the road as soon as we get outside." 

'^Poor child," remonstrated his uncle com- 
passionately, ^'surely you're not going to drag 
him away from his cousins this evening." 

" In three minutes," responded Mr. Salkeld 
doggedly. " Leave the room, sir, this instant, as 
I bade you, and when I once get you to Ailshaia 
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I shall liave some talk with you before you sleep 
that you won't forget very soon/' 

Poor Erry retired, whilst our hero, and even 
Atty, meek as he was, shot from their frank, 
honest, young eyes fierce glances full of wrath 
against " cruel uncle William/' 

But Ab had already taken the horse out of the 
gig, and was laying a comfortable and tempting 
meal for the two travellers. 

^' Pray, take a little refreshment," quoth the 
squire, " before you start ; and take my advice, 
William, and don't be too harsh to my poor dead 
sister's boy. Don't lose the opportunity that 
may never again occur of winning the poor 
child to you by kindness. He seems to want it." 
'' He's a wicked boy," cried Mr. Salkeld, ''and 
has just been disgracefully expelled from school 
for his lawless conduct, and whatever to do with 
him I don't know. He's almost too old, I'm 
afraid, to send to sea." 

'* Let us keep him here, then," retorted his 
benevolent host. '' His cousins will all be de- 
lighted — (' Oh, that we shall pa, dear,' cried Ned 
and Atty, opening their mouths together, and 
their eyes sparkling with eagerness) — ''and send 
him back to Fergus's." 

'^ Mr. Fergus will never hiave him back now," 
quoth Uncle Particular; "he gave him trouble 
enough before. And now he's got the brand 
of expulsion upon him, I couldn't ask him." 

" But I can, and will," replied the squire. " And 
I have little doubt of the result. " I don't think 
Fergus ever disliked the boy, or would object 
for a moment to have him back again." 
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" Oh, no, pa ; I'm sure he wouldn't/' broke 
in Eddie, too hot upon the matter to be able to 
help "putting his oar in,'* though his uncle 
treated his remarks with the most i^ominious 
coldness, just as if some little ill-trained puppy 
were yelping. '^Though we two did get into 
such rows, and catch it so together now and 
then, Uncle Fergus liked him well enough in his 
way, I know." 

''Then he has been running up such ticks," 
urged the youthful delinquent's father. '' I must 
have had as many as three or four ' little bills ' 
of his sent into me before I left home enclosed 
by this morning's post in Dr. Wool's account. 
One for confectionary, one for fireworks, one 

'' Well, uncle, Atty and I will pay them be- 
tween us," quoth generous Eddie. 

" Here, uncle, is all the tin we've got just 
now, but the rest we'll pay as soon as ever we 
can if this isn't enough. We won't spend a 
single halfpenny upon ourselves till we've paid 
you." 

And with that he drew out his purse (his and 
Atty's, that is), much fuller than it used to be, 
by-the-bye, now that careful Atty had the con- 
trol of it, and taking hold of his uncle's hand, 
poured the entire contents into it. But his 
uncle, glancing, with a true London cabman's 
look of sour contempt, at the little heap of silver 
and copper within his palm, only smiled derisively 
at our hero's simplicity, and drew out in his turn 
the several bills of the blushing young spend- 
thrift's debts. 
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Master Ned Btared aghast at the sum total, 
especially the tick at the confectioner's. 

'^Erry must have stood treat for the whole 
school ever since he went there last August,^' 
thought he to himself. 

It would indeed have swallowed up his and 
Atty's whole revenue for a couple of years to 
come, at the very least. And the having to go 
without lollipops, tops, balls, marbles, &c., for 
so long, would have sorely tried even his gene- 
rosity. 

However, when his father and uncle had taken 
Erry up to Dunedin House, and he had been put 
upon his solemn word of honour not to abuse his 
kindness if the Reverend Isaac would be so good 
as to receive him once more, and the Reverend 
Isaac had then said, ^^Come then to-morrow with 
Ned and Atty and we will give you a trial till 
Christmas, at any rate,^' then did the delighted 
boy fly rather than run back to Raby Hall, and 
squeeze and hug and pull his cousins about 
and kiss them, first one and then the other, 
in a perfect rapture of love and joy and grati- 
tude. 

And his father called them both all the sweet 
boys in the world, and wanted to ^^ tip '^ them, 
but papa wouldn't let him. 

^' They've been dear good boys," quoth he. 
" What they have done, they have done out of 
pure love and pity for their cousin, and I don't 
want the generous feelings their young faces are 
now so bright with to be debased with low and 
sordid considerations. They can have the five 
shillings another time. Though Happiness should 
s 
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ever accompany Virtue, they should not go hand in 
hand, but Love give a hand to each/^ 

And in the morning Ned and Atty in their 
nightgowns came knocking at their uncle's door 
with the horsewhip they had stolen and hidden 
away from him the day before, that he mightn't 
be able to beat Erry with it, and with mock 
humiUty, like playful young monkeys as they 
were, offering themselves, all temptingly ready, 
to take the consequences, and then running gig- 
gling away, but returning a moment after, and 
dancing insultingly about, knowing he couldn't 
for shame hurt them with it under existing cir- 
cumstances, the artful creatures, and then once 
more peeping in last of all to be caressed. 
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^papa's great ankivbbsary. 

Now about this time Ned always had a party of 
the boys and girls at Ferguses and the immediate 
neighbourhood, to dance and play at Turn the 
Trencher and partake of "a jolly spread/' and 
so forth. And to this Erry was now specially 
invited. 

" You've come back just in the very nick of 
time, Erry/' quoth he. " We'll have rare fun in 
honour of your coming, back amongst us again. 
It couldn't have happened jollier." 

But, alas, every rose hap its thorn, and every 
sweet its sour. The next morning the lessons 
were not known, and had to be written out when 
the two boys came home in the evening. This 
was no new thing for Eddie, but Atty had never 
had an imposition before since he had been at 
Fergus's, and he looked rather glum over it. 

'^ What, Atty, my boy," quoth papa, smiling, 
" has Ned been giving you another of his thrash- 
ings ? What's it been for this time, young Master • 
Hopeful, eh ? Which of your tricks wouldn't he 
join you in? Or which of his lessons did he 
8 2 
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know too well for you? Or what was it, eh, 
boy?'' 

But Ned only smiled and appealed to his 
cousin : *' Now, Atty, have I ever once touched 
you since that time when I was so dreadfully 
wicked, and was so sorry and ashamed of myself 
for it afterwards ? You're welcome to say if I 
have. I shan't call it sneaking." 

Atty smiled too, but hesitated; and Eddie 
added, in i^orae confusion, for papa's lip was 
curUng contemptuously : 

'* Oh, pa, dear, do let me explain it to you. 
It was such a cruel come down this morning after 
the awfully jolly party we had yesterday (oh, 
you dear, good papa, you, for giving it us), and 
it was so raw, and dark, and chilly. And I had 
been in all my glory the night before, and it 
wasn't at all nice going to school after it, especi- 
ally as I didn't know my lessons a bit, and was 
safe to catch it over them, and everything was 
comfortless and in disorder, and nobody was down, 
and nothing was ready for us, and we were late 
for school, and there wasn't time for breakfast, 
but we had to finish our bread and butter as we 
ran along. And I wanted Atty to help me with 
my Csesar, but he said he was late enough already, 
and he wasn't going to be made later still for my 
idleness. And then as he was running away I 
pushed him, and he fell, bread and butter and all. 
I didn't hit him, pa, I only pushed him. But heis 
such a young sneak, letting out everything." 

^^ I thought, ^ You wouldn't call it sneaHng/'' 
quoth Atty, smiling. ^' And yet,because I couldn't 
make up a fib at a moment's notice-; " 
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(The readesr will have observed before now that 
the law on the subject of ^' sneaking *' was most 
awfully strict amongst '^ the Babbits/') 

'^You shut up, Atty/' retorted our hero. 
^^TouVe put your great, clumsy foot into it 
enough already. I was talking to papa, not 
you. 

" Well, pa, dear, as I was going to tell you, 
"when Atty so rudely interrupted me, we were 
both of us very cross and miserable, and had 
been squabbling about one thing or another ever 
since we were called. So directly he got up from 
the ground he flamed out, ' Ah, now, 1^11 go and 
tell papa, and you'll catch it sweetly. You know 
what he said last time you beat me.' Only fancy 
meek Atty saying that, pa ; you may judge by it 
what a humour we were both in. But I was 
sorry by then for what I had done, and he was 
sorry too for what he had said, and so we made 
it up. I hope you don't call that beating him. 
It was all done in a moment, and the next moment 
we were better friends than ever again. One 
moment he was sprawling on the ground, and up 
again in a most un- Saint- Atty-like passion ; and 
the moment after we had our arms round one 
another's necks, begging each other's pardon, 
and our lips to each other's mouths, trying which 
could make up the fondest words as we kissed 
each other. I know, pa, dear, I ought never to 
have dared to strike him again any more than I 
should dare to strike you. But as Topsy says, 
' We'se all mis'ble sinners ; it's a mercy we ain't 
all 'sumed so 'tis.' All boys of my age, take 'em 
at their best, are nasty, mean, cowardly, little 
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things. They vrill hit about people they ain't 
afraid of, though they love 'em ever so dearly 
all the time. It's a way we have. 

" Anyhow/' added he, smiling, " if there w to 
be any scolding and puILmg of ears (let alone my 
ears, I say, pa, will you ?) I'm sure we ought 
both of us to have it, not poor, unlucky me only. 
Atty himself would say so, pa, I know, if you 
asked him. I know he wouldn't wish me to catch 
it alone. Let alone the unfairness of the thing, 
you'd rather go shares, Atty, wouldn't you ? " 

Atty gaily nodded assent, as he sang out the 
profession of his schoolboy feith as follows : — 

'' Sure, pa, Jim has a perfect right to whack, 
When he displeases him, his faithful Jack : 
Oh ! ril fag gladly for my only friend, 
And take ms whackings till my life doth end." 

Papa then smiled and kissed the two boys, and 
said, " WeU, boys, I mustn't keep you from your 
lessons, or you'll smart for it, I suppose, if you're 
turned in them again to-morrow." 

And so saying he left them. 

When he was gone, Eddy hastily shut up the 
book before him, and said, '' I don't know what 
you think, Atty, but Fm not going to do another 
stroke of work till I've written my letter to pa 
after yesterday, and unless you're the most good- 
for-nothing toad that ever got buried alive for 
poisoning good Christians' cattle, you- won't 
either, and what's more, I won^t let you. 

^'Bother old Di-do-dum, I say. We had enough 
of her whining this morning. Whining herself, 
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and making the whole class whine too. lis two^ 
anyhow/' 

And with that he tumbled all the books 
together into a little heap in the middle of the 
table, and ran and got out his writing-desk. And 
then the two boys between them indited the 
following letter : — 

'^ Dearest Papa, — ^We thank you very much 
for the delightfully happy day we had yesterday. 
All the boys enjoyed themselves very much, and 
said what lucky boys we were to have such a 
stunningly jolly papa ; but we knew that well 
enough before without their telling us ; and very 
sorry one of us is (that's Eddy, pa, not Atty, 
who's always as good as gold and better) for 
having been so troublesome this half, compelling 
even you to punish him. And awful troublesome 
he must have been to do that (so much too 
merciful as you are) mustn't he ? 

*' We needn't tell you all the pleasures we had 
after you had gone so good naturedly not to 
spoil our fun, though you wouldn't have spoilt 
our fun a bit (would he, Atty ?), for we'll come 
and tell you all about it as long as ever you'll 
listen, the moment we've done our lessons. 

^^We had Turn the Trencher, and dancing, 
and fireworks, and acting charades, and music, 
and singing, and some new games we'll tell you 
all about when we see you by-and-by. And, 
altogether, the fun was first rate. Only (excuse 
us boys for mentioning it) the next time you 
marry, it really mustn't be so late in November. 
It wasn't quite kind of you marrying then as you 
did, that is to say, if you meant to have any boys. 
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and I suppose you did, as yonVe sucli a lot. For 
it was very dreary and comfortless indeed this 
morning for us two, and we had a quarrel, we^re 
very sorry to say ; and besides that, it was so 
dark and cold, we lay in bed too long, and then 
we got into trouble at school, all tlurough your 
fault, pa, dear, for not marrying mamma in some 
such pleasant month as May or June, or, indeed, 
almost any month but this. But it's too late to 
scold you for that now, and it's time to get to our 
lessons, especially as we've no more room, as 
you see, without crossing the page, like the girls 
do, and it's as well to shut up when it comes to 
that. 

^' So with much love and many kisses to yon 
and mamma, believe us, darling papa, 
"Ever tin death, 
" Your loving and dutiful boys, 
" Edwin Walter and 

Arthur Edwin Middleton."* 

" P.S. — God bless you both, and make te 
better boys. We ought to be good boys with 
such a papa and mamma as you two." 

They then rang the bell for Ab, who smilingly 
carried up the letter to the squire on a tray. 

And directly they had done their lessons H^bj 
came up to the drawing-room, and told papa and 
mamma all the sport that they had had together 
on the preceding day. 

(And, indeed, long before they had really done, 

* Atty had dropped his own surname for that of Ws 
present home-fellow's. "His poor dead papa," said he, 
" would never mind, he knew." 
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Ned flung aside his books and said, " There, Aity, 
that'll do now. We'll get Ab to knock us up 
early to-morrow morning, and finish all this 
tiresome writing out then. ") 

^^ Another new game we had was called Likes 
and Dislikes,'' quoth Ned, after much lively 
sclioolboy talk about matters that had gone 
before it, coming to the question of the different 
new games they had had, " and was in questions 
and answers. The questions were— 

'^Here, Atty, you take the paper and read 
them out, and I'll answer them." 

Atty then took the paper from his cousin's 
hand, and catechised him &om it, as follows : 
Atty : " What is your favourite quality ? " 
Eddy : ^* Standing by one's playfellows to the 
whipping-block, and no flinching." 
A. : " Your favourite talent ? " 
E. : '' Plying larks." 

A. : " Your favourite character in history or 
romance ? " 

E. : ^^ In history, Brutus, for killing that old 
bother, Caesar; in romance, papa." 
A. : " Your favourite author ? " 
E. : '' We were divided about this. Lili and 
Looloo said the author of ^ The Arabian Nights,' 
or 'The Tales of the Genii,' or 'Gulliver's 
Travels,' or ' The Fairy Book.' Erry said, Mrs. 
Eiloart. The Fergus's, who're both raving mad 
about the sea, said Marryatt. I said the author 
of ' Sandf ord and Merton,' or ' The Boys' 
Country Book,'* or Dickens, because he wrote 
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'Christmas Caror and 'Oliver Twist/ The 
girls said Miss Edgeworth^ the author of 
' Simple Susan/ But Atty, who made the best 
answer of all, I think, said the author of the 
' Robinson Crusoe ' that you gave him when he 
came/' 

A.: " Your favourite artist ? '' 

E. : '' Atty Lyndale. He draws horses, and 
boys, and dogs, and all sorts of things, all out 
of his own head, as quick as ever he can pat 
pencil to paper, most beautifully/' 

A. : '' Your favourite composer ? '' 

E. : " Bed Bedfordshire, in the land of Nod.'' 

A. : '' Your favourite study ? '' 

E. : ''Not Uncle Fergus's/' 

A. : " Your favourite amusements ? " 

E. : '' Leap-frog, or prisoner's-base, or King 
Caesar, or Tom Tom the piper's son, or thread- 
the-needle, or soldiers, or horses/' 

A. : " Your favourite motto ? " 

E. : "A dove on a serpent's back, flapping it 
with its wings, and pecking its eyes out/' 

A. : " Your favourite flower ? '' 

E. : " Pine wheaten flour, in the shape of » 
birthday plum-pudding or a wedding-cake/' 

A. : '' Your favourite colour ? " 

E.; ''The colour of that half-crown 'Slow 
Jack ' owes our football club. — (That was a rare 
wipe for stingy Harry Fergus, wasn't it^ pa?)'' 

A. : " Your favourite name ? " 

E. : "All the other boys said ' Edwin '—that 
is mine, you know ; but I said ' Arthur '—that 
is yours and Atiy's/' 

A. : " Your favourite animal ? " 
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A. : '' Wliat you most disKke ? " 

B. : ^' Jack-in-the-green box. There's one 
even worse than that^ though^ that pa gave me 
my last birthday/' 

A. : " Your most earnest desire f " 

B. : ^' The other boys said one one thing, and 
one another, but I said, ' The presence amongst 
us, to receive our warmest thanks, of the dear 
giver of the present jovial entertainment. Three 
cheers for him ! Here he is ! Three cheers for 
you, papa I Hip, hip, hurray ! '" 

" You know all that happened after that, as 
you were there, so I needn't tell you how Mr. 
Ponsonby,* who they say is to examine the school 
at Christmas, came to supper, and put his hand 
through our. hair, to see what sort of boys we 
were, which is what they call phre — phre — phre- 
nomony." f 

'' Mr. Ponsonby's a very nice kind of man, I 
think," quoth Atty; '^I Hked the learned riddles 
he set us, and the curious stories and things he 
told us, very much, though they do say he's a 
little cracked with over study." 

'^ There's no danger of either of you two ever 
being cracked so," retorted papa, chuckling. 

" Oh, pa ! " quoth Ned, with a look of sour 
disgust, '^ how ccm you be so stale I I wonder 
you aren't ashamed. You'd have said that, I do 
believe, if you'd been asleep." 

'' Like the Dormouse in Wonderland," added 
Atty. 

* The new vicar of Arlinghain. t Phrenology. 
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" Harry says he's as mad as a Chesliire cat/' 
went on Eddy, reverting to Mr. Ponsonby. 

" He says old Mother Bunch is a witch, and 
has got the five spots of the devil's five fingers 
on her bosom/' quoth Atty. 

*' Hush, Atty, dear ! " remonstrated papa 
gravely ; '' don't let me hear any such nonsense 
as that.'' 

He was obUged to say " dear," or Atty, who 
was very tender, might have been hurt. He 
wouldn't have said "dear" to Eddie, had he 
come out before him with one of his sweet Doric 
''ha'n'ts," and "wa'n'ts," and "aints," and 
" shan'ts," as he was mighty apt to do, he was 
80 bounceably proud of being a thorough Baby 
village boy from top to toe, no cottage lad at the 
plough-tail in blue smock and corduroys and 
hob-nailed boots more so. 

Papa had to speak very plainly indeed to take 
the saucy roguery out of his laughing face, the 
spoilt young monkey. 

But Atty was a poor defenceless orphan, al- 
most as fond of his uncle and as happy under his 
roof as even Ned could be, but still cruelly timid 
and sensitive. Ever looking up to his uncle wiUi 
the most reverent gratitude, and blissfully won- 
dering how everybody could be so very good to 
him, he never seemed quite able to forget that 
he was not a poor, defenceless orphan, after all. 

So he was very easily put to the blush, and 
made to hang his beautiful head. At the first 
rough word from his uncle, the tears of defenceless 
orphanhood came into his poor eyes and apleading 
look for generous forbearance with them. 
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So uncle Atty was obliged to be very careful 
and tender when he found fault with his little 
guest. And^ indeed, he ever rebuked Ned rather 
than him if he could. 

^' Witch or no witch/' quoth Eddy, coming to 
A.tty's assistance, as he a little drooped, in spite 
of the " dear,^' at being told not to be silly, — 
^^ witch or no witch, I hope they^ll duck her. 
She lies in the middle of the road as tipsy as a 
log, and then goes and sneaks of me, and gets 
me flogged, because the other boys plague 
lier.^' 

'* But when we let him out, what do you think 
he said then, pa ? '* quoth Atty. '' He turned to 
Ned, and, pointing to me, put his two thumbs 
between his eyes and ears — just so — and said, 
'Too narrow here; you must take care of your 
cousin Middleton* (wasn't that rather mad of 
him, pa dear ? ") 

^' And so I did, I told him,'' continued Ned. 
^' No boy at our school, I said, ever ill-used him 
twice. Only I was forced to own that I had 
beaten him once myself this half.'' 

" Which Atty didn't want you to do, I war- 
rant," observed papa ; " I know he wants that 
to be drowned in everlasting f orgetfulness, don't 
you, Atty?" 

^^ Just as if I were a girl," pouted Atty re- 
proachfully, ^' or a curiosity in the British Mu- 
seum — ^ Visitors are requested not to touch ' — 
or a sugar baby, that you can't move hardly 
from its place without breaking it, instead of a 
thorough Fergusite, and a Eaby boy, and a real 
Middleton into the bargain, that takes a good 
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thrashing one minnte^ and forgets it the next^ 
and wants no more said abont it/' 

*' But I never will forget it,'' returned Ned 
sturdily. " I never will forget pa, how he for- 
gave me directly, when I was ashamed to a^k 
him, and wouldn't let you beat me for my wick- 
edness." 
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CHAPTER XV. 

ATTt's PRIZES. 

Ajnb now the CImstmas holidays^ heralded by 
lesifless trees and paths covered with a thick 
fleece of snow, were fast approaching. And the 
boys of Dunedin Honse were being examined, 
and in the intervals of their examination were 
rehearsing their pieces for the coming prize-day. 
The excitement of the whole thing was very 
agreeiable, and most of the boys, Ned and Atty 
especially, pleasedly nervous at the novelty of 
examination-papers printed, actually printed, ex- 
pressly for them, exerted their tender young 
brains amazingly. And though, when some of 
the saucy young Turks of the third class dis- 
graced the school sadly over their mvd voce 
Latin, and again at their arithmetic, the mas- 
ter's brow grew black, and the matter was taken 
out of the grave but courteous examiner's hands, 
and the cane brought out, and tears shed, and 
the illusion marred, still, no doubt, on the whole, 
they liked it, the Httle ones especially. But when 
prize-day came, and after a prehminary harangue 
from the master, the examiner followed with his 
report, and read out the names of the successful 
candidates for the prizes, then lying in a bright. 
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gilded row from one end of the table to the 
other. Master Ned could hardly believe his ears 
when he heard his own name called out as one 
of the successful ones — ^he that had been so often 
disgraced with the cane that half — he, the idle, 
graceless truant, that had been all but expelled, 
and that his own papa, awfully over-indulgent 
as he was, had been compelled to birch, he was 
so naughty — he, the plaything of the class all 
school-time — he to have a prize, that was a little 
too much. He had been copying pretty freely 
from Atty all through the examination, hoping 
thereby to escape a bad report, which would 
have made papa very angry, and been followed 
by all manner of unpleasant consequences, — one 
of papa^s horrid '^ curtain lectures,^' allowance 
stopped, no Christmas-box, and lessons all 
through the holidays. But he had never bar- 
gained for this. Aid when, as he crept slowly 
and unwillingly up to the master's platform, the 
boys all clapped and stamped and applauded 
more vociferously than ever (for, indeed, he was 
now, even more than when the reader first made 
his acquaintance, the especial darUng of the 
whole school : every creature in it loved him), 
he drooped before the examiner and blushed, 
and after a little hesitation, taking up first one 
book and then another, instead of choosing one 
and presenting it to him, as the one he wished 
to have as. his prize, he turned to the master, 
who was sitting at another desk beside him, and 
murmured, ^^ Please, sir — please, sir, I can't 
take one ; please, sir, I — copied." 

But there was no getting him to say from, 
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whom he had done this dreadful thing, this 
'^ copying/^ He only stammered, and boggled, 
and shifted from one foot to another, and writhed 
about, and looked miserable; and it was more 
trouble than it was worth, and little better than 
cruelty, to make him speak out, when there sat 
poor Atty with his prizes, looking as guilty as a 
boy could look, with his face one blaze of crim- 
son. Poor Atty, when he was called up once 
more, and the master said he must consider what 
ought to be done in this distressing matter, and 
communicate with his uncle upon the subject, 
and bade him in the meantime put his prizes — 
the prizes he had just received with such a face 
of joy — the prizes he had been working so hard 
for all that half-year — ^back again in their place 
on the table, his face, that had been so bright , 
and happy before, now underwent the most 
doleful contortions : his eyes filled, his mouth 
worked, and he burst into an agony of crying. 
But at that piteous sound Ned, who had been 
standing by all this time in a state of great dis- 
tress, darted forward, wholly regardless of the 
swarm of finely-dressed ladies that packed the 
body of the room to overflowing, while a goodish 
sprinkling of as finely-dressed gentlemen hung 
about in comers wherever they could find stand- 
ing-room, poor victims ! and fell upon his neck, 
and put hiis arms shelteringly round him, and 
comforted him, whispering to him as he mingled 
sob with sob, " Oh, Atty, don't cry so — don't ! '' 
And then, as soon as he could recover breath 
enough after his agitation, he protested eagerly 
that he had never meant to cheat any of the 

T 
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other boys out of a prize — that he had never got 
a prize before, and had neyer dreamt of getting 
one now ! 

^^ Oh, Sir/' concluded he. " Indeed, indeed I 
meant no harm. Ill never do so again. I'll 
never cheat at an examination again, Sir, if you'll 
only spare poor Atty just this once. It'll half 
break his heart to lose his prizes so. I only did 
it to get a good holiday report home, because 
papa was so angry with me about my last, and 
now you can send as bad an one as ever you 
like, if you'll only spare him. Indeed, Sir, it 
isn't fair." 

And with these words he took the prizes off 
the stand and gave them back to his cousin. 

Then the two boys went back to their seats, 
Ned emptyhanded, and Atty with an armful of 
prizes. 

And there, all eager delight, they set to work, 
looking over them and passing them round to 
their playfellows, who kept swarming round on 
all sides. 

And then another boy, little Dick Fergus, was 
called up to receive the prize Ned was to have 
had. But not a cheer accompanied him. Only 
one boy essayed to break the dead silence amidst 
which he Went up to the dais. (Dull reader, need 
you ask who ? — our goodnatured hero, of course.) 
But his solitary cheer was instantly suppressed 
by '^ the other fellows." 

^^ Please, father," stammered poor Dick, as he 
hovered lovingly over the books, and at last took 
up the charming volume, gorgeously bound, and 
with richly-coloured plates^ that was to have 
been Ned's, '^ please, father, I don't want to 
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deprive Ned Middleton of his prize. If I'm 
depriving him of this, if yoa please, father, 
I'd rather not have it,'' and with that he gave 
a piteous look with his eyes, ais much as to 
say, " You see, pa, none of the fellows cheer 
me." 

" Don't distress yourself, my boy," replied 
Mr. Fergus. ^' Under no circumstances could 
Middleton now receive a prize. He himself, if 
yoa ask him, I'm sure will tell you so. Here, 
Middleton." 

Ned then came up a second time, and very 
propiptly resigned all claims whatever to the 
prize in question. 

Then the boys did cheer at last. 

'^ You're sure you don't want it, Ned," said 
Dick Fergus as he passed by Ned to resume his 
seat. 

''No, not a bit, sure, Dick," quoth Ned, 
smiling. "I want it very much, but I can't 
have it, so keep it yourself, and don't bother." 

'^ Then do let me show you the pictures, 
Ned," quoth Dick, entreatingly, ^' and then the 
other fellows '11 be satisfied. They are such 
beauties." 

A slight shade passed over poor Eddy's face, 
but he made room for Dick, and generously 
looked over his book. 

This little incident put our two heroes in a 
first-rate mood for acting their parts in the reci- 
tation from '^ King John " that followed. Ned, 
as Hubert, acted Compunction and the struggles 
of Conscience, and Atty, as Prince Arthur, acted 
the implicit Confidence of a simple boy's love, 
T. 2 
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for one that had so recently dried some of the 
bitterest tears he had ever shed in his life, to 
perfection. Ned stood soltts as Hubert, with a 
gloomy face, thinking of the sore trouble he had 
just been getting Atty into, and then, when 
Atty came in, he started and smote his forehead, 
and cried out remorsefully that he couldn^t do 
it, meaning that he couldn't stand by and see 
Atty cheated out of his prizes. And then he 
and Atty had only to act as they felt to elicit 
a perfect storm of applause from everyone 
present. 

Only I miLst say they didn't stick a bit to 
their Shakespeare, but wandered about as far 
from it as the heroine of the story does in 
^' Alice's Adventures in Wonderland." 

Hubert (Master Ned) says : — 

" lat me these irons hot l^ 

And the jailor replies, with a grin : — 

** I'd rather eat them cold, an't please your Lordship ;" 

and gets kicked off the stage for his imperti- 
nence. 

The boys could, in fact, make nothing of the 
introductory lines j so they drolly travestied them 
as follows : — 

Hubert (Eddy)— 

'Eat me these irons hot ! 

1st Attendant (Earp) grinning-^ 

nibesobold 
To tell your grace I'd rather eat them cold. 
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Hnh. Tou be bio wed ! And as you'll not blow the bellows. 
Bellow yourself ! 

{Kicks him off the stage for his impertinence,) 
I'll speak to t'other fellows. 
Take you the irons to the furnace, and when I 
Strike my foot thus, run up with them, and tie 
The boy that you'll find with me with a rope, 
Fast to this chair. 

2nd Attendant (Wymar)-— 

I will, your grace ; but I hope, 
For the sake of both our hides, that Mr. Fergus, 
When he knows vr hat we've been at, will not scourge 
On the line to-morrow. [us. 

Hub, Dunghill slave ! Look to 't ! 

Don't you, too, bother. Do you see this boot ? 
Enter Prince Arthur (Atty). 

And so the recitation went on, most wildly 
diverging all through from the original play. 

The fact is, the two boys in their excitement 
quite forgot their parts. They could only find a 
few scattered phrases here and there in the 
original to express their feelings in. The rest 
they ^' goosed'^ (made up out of their own 
heads). 

And, besides, the true Arthur could surely 
never have loved Hubert, but only pretended 
to love him to save his eyes, loathing him in his 
heart all the while. 

But Atty really loved his cousin, and never 
dreamt of casting upon the spectators a pair of 
eyes appealing against approaching blindness, in 
which wild affright was mingled with princely 
scorn of the murderous wretch before him. 

And after that the boys sang and gleed, and 
recited, and what not, and after that Ned and 



d by Google 



266 TRJS BOTS OP RABY. 

two of the other boys dressed up as three oH 
women, and sang a very funny song, and were 
loudly encored. 

Last of all, Brry stabbed himself as Pyranms, 
and Ned's sister Maude screamed as Thisbe, and 
Harry Fergus roared in the character of a lion 
Kke any sucking dove, and one of the Bethunes 
played Moon, and his brother played Wall, and 
the curtain fell at last in the midst of a perfect 
tumult of applause* 

The curious reader may like to know a little 
more about Master P. and Miss T. Well, then, 
he must know that Pyramus (Erry) was a youth 
of Babylon (Dunedin House, ArKngham), who 
fell into an awful state of spoons (a playful 
phrase, meaning desperately in love) with Thisbe 
(Maude Middleton), who lived in the neighbour- 
hood. The flame was mutual, and the two young 
fools courted one another for a long time through 
the chink of a Wall (Bethune, mi). At last, as their 
'' cruel parients '' persisted in refusing their con- 
sent to their marrying till they were a little 
'^ bigger and uglier/' they agreed to meet one 
another at the tomb of Ninny (Master Ned), and 
from thence to run away to Fairyland, and there 
be married, and " live happy ever after.'* Thisbe, 
disguised as a boy (Maude dressed as a Dunedin 
boy in Li Bethune's Sunday clothes with her 
own in a valise), came first to the appointed 
place. But the sudden arrival of a particularly 
mild, affable lion (Harry Fergus) frightened her 
away, and as she fled away she dropped her 
handkerchief, which the lion found, and as he 
tousled it, singing an amorous ditty the while. 
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smeared it all over with blood (out of a penny 
bottle of red ink). Pyramus came soon after 
with a huge bag of gold he had just been to the 
Savings' Bank at Arlingham for, but when he 
found Thisbe's handkerchief all bloody, he con- 
cluded that she had been torn to pieces by the 
wild beasts of the place (the lads of the parsonage), 
and stabbed himself with his sword (a play sword 
from Polbury). Thisbe, when her fears were at 
length dissipated, returned from the cave panting, 
but at the sight of the dying Pyramus, after 
screaming " like a good un *' for a quarter of an 
hour or so, she fell upon the sword that still 
reeked with his blood. Then the Man in the 
Moon (Wat Bethune), who all this while had been 
'' holding out a glim'' for the two lovers, like 
^^ a jolly good fellow," now, when he saw they 
were both killed, screamed '^ Murder," and ran 
ofE to fetch the p'lece (police); and the jury 
brought in a verdict of '' Temporary insanity," 
and sentenced the lion to be hanged by the neck 
till he was " dead, dead, dead." 

N.B. — Thisbe in boy's clothes was a freak of 
Ned's, He was so fond and proud of his school. 

And then the fine ladies began sweeping about 
all over the place, and were helped to everything; 
whilst those silly fellows, the fine gentlemen, 
could get nothing themselves, but went home, 
after losing the last train, with empty stomachs 
and sulky faces. And served them very right 
to, for submitting to such treatment. 

Meanwhile the happy boys had their break-up 
supper, and every one of them begged our hero 
to come home with him for the holidays. And 
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Master Ned decKned, saying, '' I should like very 
mnch indeed if yon were aU going the same way, 
BO that I could be with all of yon at once, only 
the worst of it is nobody 'ud let me even then. 
There was such a fuss last Christmas over me, 
after I came back from a visit at Atty's, as never 
was, and nobody ^11 ever let me go away any- 
where again, I know/^ 

And, indeed, nobody would have : he was quite 
right there. Nobody would have. Whether he 
was quite so right in boasting about it so double- 
facedly, is a different matter. But the boys quite 
ignored his polite decline of their invitation, and 
drew lots for him, and one boy was to have him 
the first week, and one the second, and one the 
third, and- so on throughout the forthcoming 
holidays and the next too. And Atty was, of 
course, to go with him everywhere. 

He laughed merrily at all this, and only said, 
'^ Very well, only you^ll have to catch me first, 
and that you won^t find quite so easy. Papa and 
Looloo, and the village lads won't see it, I gaess, 
though you may.'' 

At last the two happy boys had to force 
themselves away from the merry, kindly, warm- 
hearted noise and prattle and romping of the 
break-up supper party of their fellow Danedi- 
nians. It was now ever so late, and Abby, whom 
papa had sent after them, had been kept waiting 
ever so long, nothing loath, you may be sure. 

*^ Oh, pa," cried Ned, bursting into the room 
directly he got home, ^' we've had such a rattling, 
jolly party, and Atty's got such a glorious lot of 
prizes. Such beauties they are. xou mtiat let 
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us show yon them, pa, darling, before yon send 
ns off to bed/' 

Then the prizes were prodnced, and dnly 
applauded to the two boys' hearts' content. 

And then Atty told the whole story about 
Ned's prize ; how he was to have had it ; how he 
lost it ; how he had stood up for him, and all that 
followed thereupon, in the simplest and most 
moving manner in the world. 

*' And now, uncle, dear," entreated he, '' if it " 
(meaning the copying) " is down in his report, 
and you punish him for it, yon may take away all 
these prizes, for I shall never want to see tibem 
again as long as I live; and I shall think yon 
the very cmeUest and nnldndest — ^but I know you 
won't, I know you're the very gentlest, the very 
kindest, and the very sweetest uncle that ever a 
grateful, loving boy, kissed and hugged with all 
his heart, as I am doing now." 

Ajid with that he suited the action to the word, 
and fondly added as he did so, '^ So now you 
know you may take away all my prizes, and I'll 
forgive you and love you dearly all the same, but 
you mustn't punish Aim." 

''But, oh, uncle, I have such a secret to tell 
you. You mustn't listen, Ned." 

And then he whispered something in papa's 
ear, which, as it was kept a secret from our hero, 
must be kept a secret also from the reader, who 
must content himself for the present, as Ned did, 
with what Atty said to him as they left the room 
together. 

*'You saw the boys all whispering together, 
Ned, and looking at you. Well, that's the secret. 
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I mnstn^t tell you what it is tww, Yoa^ll know 
all about it after the holidays. However, FU tell 
you so much at once. IVs something IVe thot^ht 
of expressly to please you. Something Fm sure 
you'll like very much. Now, can you guess ? '' 

Next morning Ned got up with the lark to see 
the boys ofE, but Atty being full a year younger, 
and not near so sturdy, was sleepy after sitting 
up so late the night before, so he left him in bed 
for the village lads to wake up when they came, 
and to be disappointed at not finding Ned with 
him, whilst he himself posted off to Dunedin 
House. There he got his breakfast with the 
boys, and breakfast over, was as busy as a bee 
amongst them, helping them with their boxes, 
and bidding them goodbye, and running after 
the omnibus ; and they tried to force him into it 
home along with them. And then there was no 
end of struggling on his part and running away, 
and then running back and dodging about, and 
being caught. Till at last the grinning con- 
ductor said, '^ Now, young gentleman, come, if 
.you please; in with you, quick, or we shall be 
too late for the train.'^ Then, some inside and 
some outside, they all scampered, and with one 
last ^' Do come with us, Ned,'^ and one last hip, 
hip, hurrah ! the omnibus burst away at the top 
of its speed, and Ned and his schoolmates parted 
company. 

Only they saw his smiling face and waving 
cap, and heard his voice cheering after them a 
little while longer, but at the rate they were 
going they soon distanced him hopelessly. 

In the simple village boys calendar he was 
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lihe one great patron saint to whom all the red 
letter days in it were consecrated by the un- 
questioning devotion of the village boys. 

He was their innocent Boy Valentine on the 
14th of February, and their May Prince ; their 
Slave of the Ring to wait on them at their school 
treats ; their idolised St. Jimmy upon his birth- 
day ; their field mate at Harvest-home, when he 
presided over the boundless mirth of their piled- 
up table, and their Slave King rcund the Yule 
Log; their St. George at the Snapdragon, and 
their Twelfth-night Fairy Columbine at Christ- 
mas-tide. He nutted with them for desert in 
the woods at Michaelmas; ducked for apples, 
played at ghosts, and told fortunes with them at 
Halloween, and drew the Guy along, lit the bon- 
fire, and let off the fireworks with them on the 
5th of November. 

To their great day of days, the School Treat, 
the village boys would look forward for weeks, 
so marvellously did their darling prince out- 
Jimmy all that the liveliest imagination could 
conceive as being possible in the way of Jump- 
ing Jimmyism, even himself at his Jimmyest, 
at the skipping-ropes, the swings, the rocking- 
horse, the wheelbarrows, the hop-skip-and-jump, 
the prisoner's base, the hide-and-seek, the hare- 
and-hounds, the baste-the-bear, the racing for 
handfuls of " goosegogs,'' the scrambling for 
nuts, the cricket with its pop and fruit and cake, 
the sacks and the greased poles, and the in- 
numerable games of every sort, both imaginable 
and unimaginable. 

Ajid then, just as they were going to their 
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tea, the whole troop of boys, innocently wild by 
this time with the pleasure they had had, and 
one and all burning to show their prince how 
overflowing with lore for him every heart there 
was, swarmed round him, and caught him 
eagerly up from off the ground and set him on 
their shoulders, and chaired him round the lawn, 
singing— 

** Sing, sing, slavet of the ring, 

Master Eddie is our king ; 

And for his sake, our dear twin^brother. 

All us boys love one another." 

Oh, but when their song in his honour was 
put an end to by the summons to take their 
places at table, he just did wait beautifully on 
them at tea for it, he and the rest of the httle 
Middletons, and pass the buns and plum-cake 
and bread and butter round ; and directly they 
had emptied the dishes, run like a lamplighter 
into the house for more. 

And though they were ever so tired with play, 
and it was ever so dark, he was ever to the veiy 
last as hospitably reluctant to let them go, and 
as tender with the little ones, now half asleep 
and clinging to their elder brothers ; and, in a 
word, as endearingly fond of them as if he had, 
indeed, been the angel they one and all thought 
him. 

But NOW was the jolliest time of all ; it was, 
indeed, one long series of festivities. " Shan't 
we just have jolly games together now all day 
long, pretty nigh from this tUl Twelfth Night,*' 
one after another of his little peasant playmates 
from the National School would cry as they all 
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swarmed round him directly school broke up, 
skipping and jumping for ecstasy. " Oh, my ! 
but ain^t it nice just, eh. Master Jimmy ?/' 

And when they showed him their school prizes, 
and lie had none of his own to show, they would 
Bigb out (oh, so cunningly), in the softest voice in 
the world, '' Poor dear Jimmy I ^' (for so had he 
nicknamed himself in his harmless frolics), and 
condole with him lest he should be jealous of 
theirs. And he was all sweetness, so that you 
could never have guessed in what a torrent his 
tears had flowed on account of what his proud, 
hard, ambitious papa had said to him about it, 
before his schoolmaster, Mr. Fergus, not half an 
hour ago. 

Oh, the warm blankets, and smiling urchins 
abed in them ; oh, the warm blazing fires, and 
smiling urchins huddling round them I oh, the 
hot roast beef and plum pudding, and smiling 
urchins pitching into them nowy and oh, the 
jolly games at the Hall, with the Prince Eose of 
their fairy dreams, the Hoky Poky Winky Pum, 
the Puck, Jim Crow, and Eigdum Funnidos of 
their more sportive hours, the Angy (afEec- 
tionately familiar for angel) of the little ones, 
the Jumping Jimmy of his own nicknaming, in 
all his glory, all carols, jokes, and stories, and 
sweet reminiscences round the fire, now 
Prince of all Fairyland, dispensing his favours 
to them all and overpoweringly beautiful, 
now Lord of Unreason and Abbot of Misrule, 
and sworn genius of all manner of sweet, inno- 
cent, schoolboy folly, all eternal chatter, and 
laughter, and noise, and running to and fro, and 
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romping; and oh, the happy multitude of school- 
fellows and cousins, and those cousins^ school- 
fellows, and their cousins assembled there. 

On Christmas Eve, when they knew that the 
holly was up to receive the welcome guests, and 
the mistletoe for kissing under, they came and 
sang Hogmanay TroUolay at their Prince's door, 
and were invited in and had as much tea and 
cake, and bread and jam, and sugared bread 
and butter, as ever they pleased. And they 
pleased a precious deal, I can tell you. And 
then they cdl joined in the screaming fun of Turn 
the Trencher, with its countless merry forfeits ; 
and Snapdragon, with Master Ned on the back 
now of one, and now of another of them, as St. 
George, and the rest rampaging and roaring like 
dragons with a spear stuck into them. 

And the glorious fun, thus begun, went on 
uninterrupted for a whole delicious fortnight. 
In the morning, skating, sliding, and snowball- 
ing; in the evening, bonfires, crackers, and all 
kinds of fireworks ; the snow man of the morning 
often experiencing a different and yet harder 
fate, and being burnt in eflSgy for his lamentable 
Popish and anti - Jimmyish tendencies in the 
evening. And on Innocents* Day there were tea 
and plum-cake up at the Hall, and speculation 
and other round games of cards for sweetmeats 
(didn't the boys cheat just !) ; and riddles and 
charades, and proverbs, and shadows on the 
wall; and conjuring, and mimicry, and mum- 
ming ; and ventriloquism (including wasps, bot- 
tles, &c.), and tableaux vivants, and ^' supposes''; 
and the boys danced and tumbled, as they had 
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seen the players do in the circus at Polbury fair ; 
and music, and sin^ng, and dancing ; and chess, 
and draughts, and dominoes, and backgammon, 
and fox-and-goose, and spillikins; and bUnd- 
man^s buflf, and hunt-the-sUpper, and masks, and 
a magic-lantem. And on New Year^s-day they 
came in a bran-new suit of clothes apiece, pro- 
vided for them by the parochial clothing fund, 
under the especial patronage of the Squire ; and 
very zealous was oar smiling hero in pinching 
them all for new clothes, and in putting a small 
silver coin, a threepenny, fourpenny, or sixpenny 
bit, according to their ages, into the right-hand 
trousers-pocket of every one of them. And then 
the boys enacted a New Tear^s-day pantomime, 
which they had been getting up ever since their 
holidays began. And on Twelfth Night they 
had a " consolation '' Christmas-tree, from which 
they bore oflf home many bright and marvellous 
fairy gifts to cheer up their spirits against 
" Black Monday. '^ 

And all this time there wes no getting rid of 
them anyhow; they infested the whole house, 
like flies at midsummer, with their everlasting : 
" Christmas comes but once a year, 
So take it allin fun, my dear." 
Go where you would to escape from the nuisance, 
you found them, I might almost say, picked 
them up, in heaps. They were, in short, a re- 
gular eleventh plague of Egypt — a plague of 
boys. It was such a perfect boys ' ^^ Earthly 
Paradise,^ ^ they conldnH tear themselves away, 
they enjoyed it so. That's the only excuse I 
can make for their impudence. 
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THS LOVE PBIZ£. ^ 

Now, there had been nothing marvellously meri- 
torious, so far as I can see, in our heroes conduct 
in the matter of the prize. He had certainly 
shrunk from the awful baseness of robbing an- 
other boy of his prize, but he had still been 
guilty of conduct which, but for the thoughtless 
levity of his age and temperament, would have 
been dishonourable, and for which, had he not 
voluntarily confessed it, his master would cer- 
tainly have caned and would have wanted to 
birch him. But, nevertheless, his more lenient 
schoolmates had sincerely pitied poor Ned's dis- 
appointment. So amongst them they contrived 
a pleasant little surprise for him (Atty's secret, 
which Ned and the reader, as he will remember, 
were not to know of — ^' a love peizb for the most 
loving boy of them all, and the boy they all 
loved most ''). Everybody contributed — school- 
fellows, papa, mamma, Atty, little brothers and 
sisters, the servants, everybody. Even his little 
village mates begged so hard to be allowed to 
contribute something too, it would have been 
barbarous to deny them; so they had certain 
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tasks expressly devised for them, the proceeds 
of which they brought to the boys' common fund, 
'^ Master Edwin's Prize Fund,'' with full as much 
exultation, and with faces beaming with full as 
mnqh pride and delight and happy anticipation 
and love for him, as if every hard-earned half- 
penny were a guinea; and there was no one 
unkind enough to let them know that no one 
else gave coppers. Master Ned knew, of course, 
beforehand, that something " awfully nice '' was 
coming, by the mysterious grinnings and whis- 
perings he was encountered with by the little 
ones at home, who found it very difficult indeed 
to keep such a secret from him ; but they ran 
away when he wanted to know whatever was up, 
and when he pursued and caught them, they 
begged him not to ask : ^^ it was a secret/' So, 
though the whole atmosphere around him grew 
redolent of mystery, he had to feign unconscious- 
ness till the proper moment came. He was much 
too good-natured to see farther than he was in- 
tended to, and much too honourable to take 
advantage of the little creatures' helpless sim- 
plicity. 

At last, one afternoon, at the opening of school, 
the master announced " on the part of his scho- 
lars the institution of a prize amongst them for 
the boy in the whole school that was the most 
belove'd by his schoolfellows.'^ He then advised 
them to '^adjourn to the playground to choose 
their favourite boy and adjudge the prize to 
him ; and if he liked to come in, the course of 
half-an-hour or so and ask him for a half -holiday 
for himself and his schoolfellows, he should feel 
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disposed to grant lus petition ; that is to say, if 
lie approved of their choice. Meanwhile he gave 
them, say, half-an-hour to decide the question 
in." 

Happy, blushing Master Ned couldn^t possibly 
help knowing that the prize was for him, that 
everything had been ingeniously arranged from 
the first to give him as much pleasure as pos- 
sible j so he flew rather than ran into the play- 
ground, pursued at full cry by the other boys, 
just like a timorous leveret with the hounds after 
it. Only fancy the swarming round him of all 
his schoolfellows, both from Upper and Lower 
School, their^boisterous acclamations, the myste- 
rious, unaccountable appearance of papa, mamma, 
Louey, Ab, the girls, and the little ones; the 
disputing which of them should have the pleasure 
of giving IT to him, the scramble for it, the 
joyous noise and confusion amongst them all, so 
that I really hardly know myself who did give it 
at last, bat I fancy it was Atty that brouo^ht it 
to him to see, and then good-naturedly allowed 
happy, excited, little Louey the treat of actually 
putting it into his darling bro therms hands. 

And then the interview with ^^ Daddy,^' and 
learning, with eyes wide open with astonishment, 
that he had always been his favourite pupil ; that 
for all the stripes he had inflicted now and again 
on his poor, dear hands and back, all out of pure 
kindness ("All for your good, Middleton,'^ quoth 
he, ''not for my pleasure certainly ^^), he had 
ever loved thq handsome boy that now stood 
before him as his own kith and kin, and his three 
boys^ cousin and bosom friend ; and if, in trying 
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his best to do his duty by him, he had sometimes 
a Kttle over-done it, as he feared he had ^^ (^' Oh, 
no, sir,^^ began Eddie) — " and been a little hard 
upon him, it had all been out of his extreme 
anxiety to prove his gratitude to Ned's father, 
who had been the making of his school, and had 
put his boy into his hands, his eyes menacingly 
bright, with all a weakly fond father's ambitious 
pride to make a thorough sound scholar of. But, 
alas, anything but a dear, provoking dunce, that 
his master first beats, and then is sorry for 
it the moment after, all the canes in the West 
Indies, and all the birch-rods in Sweden and 
Norway put together, would never make of him, 
though he were a boy at Dunedin House to the 
age of Methuselah. So he must forgive and 
forget.'^ 

I don^t mean to say the master said all this ; 
the severe critic would soon remind me if I did 
that he must have been awfully injudicious to 
have done any such thing. But Ned's papa often 
would talk to him of the days when he and Zack 
Fergus were at a public school together, he a 
fiery, high-spirited boy; and Zack a poor scholar, 
kept to awfully strict rules, and very short of 
pocket-money. And he easily made out that 
his papa had much the same influence over poor 
Zack then that he had over Harry now, and 
exerted it much more Erryly; in other words, 
was a most awful tyrant, albeit a right open- 
handed and warm-hearted one to him. And even 
now, when they were both grown up, the shrewd 
boy had a dim perception that Mr. Fergus, whilst 
he thoroughly loved his father^ rather feared him 
u 2 
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too. And Harry had often told Ned of those 
very early days when papa conld hardly find bread 
to pnt into his little month and still his cries with, 
and Uncle Atty was so good and gave papa his 
school. So he made something of this sort ont 
of what Uncle Fergus said, and felt about it, and 
expressed what he felt by his looks, like his own 
generous, open self. 

And, last of all, the half -holiday he brought 
back with him to the swarm of boys assembled in 
the playground, and the happy afternoon they all 
spent together. 
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THE NEW BOY. 

And now Ned had to be very virtuous indeed 
tiU Easter, and then Looloo would be allowed to 
go to school with him. But at present it was all 
that Atty could do to manage him alone, and he 
must be ever so much steadier before it would at 
all do to trust him to look after the little one, 
that wanted so much looking after himself. 

So now he had Looloo, as well as papa and 
Atty, on his back morning and evening, wanting 
him to be " good/' 

Poor Ned, it was quite impossible for him to 
resist the united entreaties of the three creatures 
he loved best in the world, so when Atty and 
Looloo gave him the Love Prize between thera, 
as we have seen, he cried out, as he took the 
little one up in his arms and pressed his lips to 
his, '^ Oh, Looloo, God bless you, darling ; you 
shan't be disappointed again. I will be a better 
boy. You shall come here after Easter, as you 
want so much to.'' 

(For little Looloo had got both eyes fixed on 
what was going on around him with an air of the 
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most ravished longing, as if he never could have 
enough of it.) 

'^ Oh, Atty, dear, do make me real good, as 
you call it, never mind what I say or the other 
fellows either; only do make me areaZ good boy, 
like yourself, whether I will or no. And you 
other fellows, please don't tempt me more than 
you can help from now till then. And now. 
Loo, come, and Kl show you all inside the 
school." 

Then the smiUng little fellow went with him 
into the schoolroom, with all " the other fellows '^ 
trooping along round them. 

^' Here's,*' quoth his youthful Cicerone, '' the 
desk that my class sit at, and here's the desk 
where you'll sit, and that's Daddy's platform; 
and here, just below it's where we stand out 
and ^toe the line,' as the fellows call it; and 
here Jack in the Green Box yonder's fetched 
out for us ; and up yonder the Devil, they say, 
jumped through the ceiling. And here, under 
this plank, by the stove, is the Robber's Cave, 
where us boys used to have rare fun underground 
till it was nailed up. And here's Old Moore's 
closet, where I've been locked up, and so's Erry, 
more shame for us, dozens of times before now. 
Haven't we. Tiger ? " 

^' Does Atty ever get locked up in it ? " asked 
/ Louey. 

'^ Do pigs ever fly ?" answered the other. '' Of 
course not. He's not one of the naughty boys 
of the school, like me and Erry. But no more 
of that for me now till Easter. I must get good 
reports the two next times, if I forge them." 
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'^ Oh, I do SO long to come here with you and 
^tty,^^ quoth Loo, simply. ^^It^s the one only 
thing I want in the whole world to make me 
perfectly happy.^^ And then he added a little 
anxiously, ^'You will try, Angy, to be good, 
won't you ? '' 

^^I should be a very queer sort of ^ Angy/ 
darling, if I didn't, '^ quoth Ned, smiling, and 
stooping down to give his pretty coaxing lips 
one more kiss. ^^ I'm a regular, silly duffer, 1 
know, but I'm not selfish; and it would be 
beastly selfish to disappoint you again. I will 
try, I vow I will. I wonH be put into the Black 
Book. If Daddy offers to, I'll down on my 
benders, and beg and pray him to have it out 
with me some other way. You can trust me, 
can't you, little one, when I say a thing ; and I 
say I will have good reports from now till then." 

"Oh, thank you, Eddie," quoth Louey; "I 
know I'm all right now you say so. Oh, you 
perfect beauty, you, I shall be so happy now with 
you and Atty. I do love you both so." 

"But come, look you here, little Mistrust," 
resumed Ned ; " I often talk bosh. I was talk- 
ing bosh just now. I never got locked up in Old 
Moore's closet before last half, except once or 
twice with Erry. But last half was an awfully 
unlucky one for me. The boys made me rob 
parson's orchard, tarson, out of spite, made 
mischief at Sunday School. Atty came and 
showed me up at home, and let papa and 
mamma and everybody there know what a 
precious dunce I was. Then papa got waxy, 
daddy got waxy, and I got waxy. Harry turned 
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vicious out of jealousy of Atty, and did all that 
ever he could to lead me into mischief. So that 
altogether I got into more trouble, and under- 
went more punishment, last half than I had ever 
done before in my life. 

" But everything's quite different now, and 
even if I were ever so disposed to be a naughty 
boy. Saint heroes got me completely under his 
thumb, and won't let me do a thing without his 
gracious permission. 

'^ So you're right as a trivet. Loo, though 
everybody does make me out such a bad boy. 
Never before was the Turk of the school tamed 
so completely as I've been since he came last 
September by Atty. He's a regular Van Am- 
burgh,* though he don't look it." 

'' Or rather," quoth Atty, laughing, '^ never 
before did so mild and innocent a lamb pass his 
skippings and baa-ings off upon younger brothers 
and sisters that knew no better as the rampings 
and roarings of so untameably fierce a lion. 



' Such a fierce lion— till he brayed — was Jim, 
Kis very shadow was afraid of him ; 
But when his image in the brook he spied, 
Even the lion himself was terrified.' 



'^ Don't you believe him. Loo," continued Atty, 
laughing, pinching fibbing Eddie. '^ When 
you've been at school with us two a day or 
two you'll see what sort of a hgn he is, and 
how precious little of a Van Amburgh I need be 

* A celebrated lion-tamer, when I was a boy. 
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to tame him. Why, IVe seen foxy bits of boys 
not a day older than you, Looloo, twig him and 
wind him round their little fingers like so much 
flax. You ought to be ashamed of yourself, Ned, 
bragging so, and filling Loo's head with such 
rubbish. You know, if you weren't so beautiful, 
and everybody didn't love you so, you'd be half 
bullied to death, you're such a dear good-natured 
creature. And even as it is, the boys bully you 
badly enough, more shame for them, all fighting 
for you Y^th one another, and getting out of you 
all the others 'U let them." 

^^ Ah," sighed little Louey, as he nestled yet 
closer to his brother, '^ I know that Eddie's only 
idea of Heaven is Raby for ever and ever, only 
much fuller of love even than it is now, so that 
he may love everyone a thousand times better 
than he loves you and me and pa now, and you 
and me and pa more than ever it's possible to 
imagine." 

But never were two boys more careful to 
observe all lawful scholastic rules and regula- 
tions than our two boys were from now till 
Easter. The one word, "Looloo, Ned, remem- 
ber Looloo," efiectually sobered Master Eddie 
when he was wildest. 

And never did two boys watch the entries in 
the Report Book from day to day more anxi- 
ously. 

And Daddy was merciful, and bore in mind 
the sage Don Perdinando's well-known saying — 

" Do what we will, squire — I, At, and you - 
No boy can do more than he can do/' 
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So, knowing that Ned was, really doing his very 
best, he winked his hardest at many a pretty 
schoolboy folly and winning wildness of the lad 
that had been, ever since he came there, the 
spoilt plaything of the whole school. Tbe two 
boys' reports accordingly for both February and 
March were very flourishing, and they bad their 
reward for weeks and weeks of what to gay 
butterfly Eddie was most a^^rfully strict self- 
denial, when each holding one of tb.e happy smil- 
ing little creature's hands in theirs, they brought 
him to school at the beginning of the Midsummer 
half between them. 

And when school was over showed him their 
names amongst a swarm of others carved sprawl- 
ingly about all round our hero's, in the porch, 
where, when they were all grown-up, their children 
after them would assemble, and show them to 
the new boys, and ask them which was theirs. 
And lent him their penknife to carve his in 
between them in the midst of the host of 
other boys'. 

(Young as he was, he could do it almost by 
himself, it was such an easy one.) 

And at the National School over the way they 
unlocked the cupboard and showed him the rod 
beneath which Eddie had testified his love for 
them, simple schoolboy fashion; and as they held 
the sacred relic reverently in their hands to show 
it him, very proud were the two Ardleys and Bill 
Gwynne that they had been made thorough boys 
of the same as their prince by undergoing the 
discipline provided by the wisdom of our an- 
cestors for the special behoof of boys, and 
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particularly of boys of their age and size and 
temperament, beneath the same rod as he. 

^^ Master Eddie was whipped with it first, said 
they, and Master whipped us three boys with it 
afterwards, for robbing Parson Meddlers orchard. 
The rod that made him smart made us three 
smart too. But it '11 never be used again 
now parson's gone, unless one of us steals or 
knives.'' 

The first day after school reassembled was 
always a half -holiday, for the new boys to make 
the acquaintance of the others in. 

But this Easter Looloo was the only new boy, 
and he had all the glory of the occasion to him- 
self. 

The cunning boys watched the master's eye, 
and saw in it that they might take liberties ; and 
Ned and Atty were for ever at their brother's 
desk, fluttering by his side to guide him and 
show him what he was to do in everything. 

So the studies of the morning were a most 
delicious preparation for the sports of the after- 
noon; and when Looloo came home ^^by the 
light of the moon " for the first time in his life, 
with Ned and Atty chattering and laughing all 
the way, after teaing and spending the evening 
at the Ferguses, and making merry with them 
and all the other boys, he might well tell 
m.amma : — 

'^ Oh, mamma ! I never spent such a happy 
day as this before. I couldn't have thought 
there was such happiness in the whole world." 

And Ned and Atty stood smiling by, proud 
and flattered to think they had done the honours 
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of Donedin House so well. He had made two 
most dear bosom friends already — ^Tom Fergus 
and Lili Bethune ; and he had fallen desperately 
in love with her that was in the years to come to 
be the parson of Raby's wife, Lilian Fergus — 
Tidge, as she was called, a little fairy mite of a 
thing, now about three, or it may be four, years 
old. 

And he and the one of his two bosom friends, 
Li Bethune, had each one pet subject ; Li's was 
his brother Wat, and Loo's his two brothers, 
Ned and Atty. Each stood up for his own bro- 
ther as the best brother ever boy had, and fought 
for him when they got by themselves, till LiH, 
who was about a year the elder, gave Looloo a 
bloody nose. Then they left off, a little fright- 
ened at what their big brothers would say to 
them, and trying in vain to hide the traces of 
their late combat before they came. Then, hav- 
ing caught it from them for being ^' such little 
duffers,'' whilst they were having their faces 
washed, and having shaken hands and promised 
not to fight again, they spoke and looked and 
acted such affection when they were once more 
left alone together as in little boys means that 
they would swear eternal friendship, if they only 
knew what swearing meant. 

^^When I came here first," then quoth Lili, 
^' I was very little, and mamma didn't want me 
to go ; but Wat begged so hard, and promised to 
take such care of me, that at last she consented, 
and never I do believe did one brother take such 
care of another as he did of me. He helped me 
to wash and dress, and looked after me all day 



d by Google 



TBE NEW BOT. 289 

long. I can^t tliiiik how ever he found time for 
it, it must have spoilt his own fiin so ; and in 
the evening he helped me with my preparation 
before ever he began his own ; and when I went 
to bed (being so young, I and a few more went 
to bed before the rest), he came up with me and 
made me say my prayers, and heard me say my 
hymn, and tucked me up in bed before he kissed 
me and took away my candle, just as mamma 
does. And the other fellows used to chaflf and 
make game of him, but he never took any notice 
of them till they got tired and left oflf.^^ 

'^Ned never made game, Fm sure,^^ quoth 
Loo. 

^^ No, I don^t mean to say he did,^^ admitted 
Li; ^^but then he wasn^t a boarder. And 
once I stole some melon conserve and jelly 
and blanc-mange, that were meant for a party ; 
they were so stunning nice, and I ate such 
a piggish lot of them, I was as sick as sick 
could be; and of course they found out that 
somebody had been into the store-room, and 
Wat found me being sick and made me confess. 
And then he scolded me and locked me up in 
Old Moore^s closet. ^ There, Li dear,^ said he, 
^ mamma made me promise to look after you the 
same as she did ; so I must punish you by lock- 
ing you up here a Kttle while. 1^11 come again 
soon, when you^re sorry.^ The cunning crea- 
ture ! I never dreamed he only wanted to get 
me out of the way whilst he went back into the 
schoolroom and confessed that it was he that had 
stolen all the good things, and had been so dis- 
gustingly sick in the passage. But that^s just 
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what be did, and if tte cane hadnH happened to 
be split or someting, and Daddy hadn^t had to 
go to Old Moore^s closet for a new one, the dear 
old creature would have suflfered for me before 
I knew anything about it. But as it was Daddy 
came to Old Moore^s closet and found fiae crying 
there, and then it all came out. And all the 
other boys, and your brother Ned especially, 
cried out with one accord, and Daddy, who's a 
very good sort himself too, only rather over 
strict, forgave me for Watty's sake.'' 

Envious little Loo had nothing quite equal to 
this to produce in his Eddie^s favour. He knew 
there was nothing Eddie wouldn't do to shield 
the dirtiest and raggedest of his little village 
mates, and still more a brother like Looloo ; but 
such excessive artfulness was quite beyond him ; 
it never could have entered his empty, harum- 
scarum noddle to play so cunning a trick. 

However, he told how Ned had plucked him 
out of mamma's hands, and been all but well 
birched by papa in consequence, and the horrible 
flogging he had undergone at the parson's hands 
rather than betray his playfellows; and Atty's 
version of the Great Raby Orchard Robbery, 
and his goodness times innumerable to Atty and 
Erry and the Limpets, Bill Gwynne, and Abby, 
and Parmer Humbleton's boy, and ever so many 
more. And little Li couldn't deny that Ned was 
the most perfect hero that ever breathed, and 
that the boys all fairly worshipped the very 
ground he bloomed upon. 

^^ And doesn't Wat love him just, and don't I 
too ? " concluded he. ^^ My mamma says she 
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loved yoar papa awfully when she was a girl 
"before she knew mine; and just so do I and 
"Wat love your brother Eddie. We loved him 
with all our hearts, both of us, from the very 
jBrst moment we saw him. And just so, Louey, 
do I love*you for Buney^s sake, that is so pretty, 
just like a httle baby angel, and that I am so 
fond of .^^ 

(Buney was M«,bel Ada, Middleton^s youngest 
sister.) 

I am sorry to have said so little of Wat in this 
book, but there is really not much to say. 
Though at heart very fond of Ned, he made no 
great outward show of it, only he was ever at his 
side, eagerly joining in all his sports, and minis- 
tering ill countless ways to all his innocent gra- 
tifications, — no Raby boy more so, and keeping 
him out of no end of rows ; in a word, a dear, good, 
solid, sturdy, simple, honest, plump, heavy, sub- 
stantial lump of a boy — Plum -pudding, as he was 
nicknamed, — ^his worst scrape at school stealing 
a Mr. Roberts's cabbages once to feed his silk- 
worms ; very earnest in his affectionate loyalty 
to his prince, and a very dear pal and chum to 
him. And very heartily did the two boys enjoy 
» each other's society, and right well did our 
shrewd hero know how thoroughly his cousin 
loved him, for all he was so mighty quiet over it. 
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PIBE ! EIBE I FIBE I 

Ned had been most superlatively good for ever 
so long; he hadn't had to be caned once this 
half. 

And Eny had kept his word that he had given 
to Mr. Fergus and his uncle most honourably, 
neither leading Eddie nor the Fergus lads nor 
any one else wrong, nor giving Mr. Fergus cause 
to regret his having taken him back. Indeed, 
with all his waywardness, he had ever been 
(quite unlike any boarder the Rev. Isaac had 
ever had) strangely childlike in his demeanour 
towards him, and like one of his own family. 
So the Rev. Isaac had drubbed the wayward- 
ness out of him from time to time without mercy, 
but still ever looked upon him as his own adopted 
boy, that with all the trouble he gave him, he 
had been very reluctant to part with last mid- 
summer. And Erry's home feeling for Ferguses 
had grown immeasurably since the Mugby fiasco, 
so that a hint that he was only back on suffer- 
ance ever wounded our returned prodigal son 
sorely. 
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And Atty's heart had been greatly touched by 
the story of Harry^s devoted friendship for Ned 
before he came to Eaby and supplanted him ; so 
from that time he took every opportunity to 
make up to him, and they became very dear 
friends, and agreed from henceforth to love Ned 
in common, and to permit a fierce angry spirit 
of rivalry to vex their young hearts no more. 

And ever since that unlucky Orchard Robbery 
the village lads, with a few trifling exceptions, 
had been as good as gold ; their fear of losing 
their present happy intimacy with the little 
people at the Hall, Master Ned especially, 
keeping them so more than all other considera- 
tions put together. 

And the Government Inspector had spoken in 
the very highest terms of both schopls. 

And, in a word, everything had been going 
on for a whole half-year in the most delightful 
way possible. 

So the Squire determined to give Master Ned, 
and all those that loved him, that is to say, all 
the boys and girls that figure in this little work, a 
treat they should talk of, and nothing else for weeks 
beforehand ; and, better than the bright, golden 
anticipations of their youthful fancies, should 
never cease to dwell upon in their young hearts 
with pleasure as long as they lived — a whole day 
at the sea-side all together 1 Oh, for how many 
weeks had they counted the days ; for how many 
days had they counted the very hours ! And at 
last the day, the happy day, was come, and they 
were all there. Ned, and Atty, and Erry, and 
the three Ferguses, and the two Bethune boys, 
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and the pick of Dunedin House^ and every boy 
and girl in the village ; and Ab, and Looloo, and 
Edith^ and M&ude^ and Buth^ and the Fergus 
girls, and little Feely and Foley. 

The sun was shining; they were all in the 
train, and the other boys had got Master Ned 
safely jammed in amongst them ; the engine was 
shrieking, the signal was whistling, the train was 
starting, and they were all singing, and cheering, 
and laughing, and shouting, and jumping, and 
capering about, and waving their caps and 
pocket-handkerchiefs, and making such a sweet, 
musical melody, and presenting such a bright, 
beautiful picture of innocent merriment as only 
happy schoolboys can. And they had rowing- 
boats and sailing-boats, and they picked up shells, 
and spars, and painted pebbles, and discovered 
marvels innumerable — anemones, and jelly-fish, 
and cuttle-fish — and rambled all over the rocks 
and in amongst the sea-weed. And the little 
ones took ofi" their shoes and stockings, and 
tucked up their knickerbockers, and ^^ paddled"; 
whilst the bigger ones stripped ofi" their clothes 
and bathed. And the whole shore was enlivened 
and rendered beautiful by them undressing, and 
running in and out of the water, one after the 
other, and drying themselves and dressing again, 
with their glossy, white, naked bodies. 

But the prettiest bit of all was at the last, 
when Ned and Atty got for a minute or two out 
of sight of the other boys, in a secluded corner 
of the beach, and pretended that the tide was 
overtaking them, and made up between them 
loving letters of farewell, the last thing before 
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the waves swallowed them up, to '^dear papa 
and mamma/' 

But before the letters were Half finished the 
other boys had found out where they were, and 
grinning with delight ^' to see such sport/' began 
to get ready imaginary ropes, ladders, and what- 
ever else might he necessary to let down from 
the cliffs above, and rescue them. 

'^ Don't be all day, Master Atty, writing your 
letter," cried the Limpet. "Master says it's 
time we began to muster ; so, if you ain't quick 
about it, we shall miss the train perhaps." 

So Atty concluded in all haste. 

^* Oh, uncle, dear, the waves are coming in on 
every side with the most frightful impetuosity, 
and I have only just time left to tell you how 
happy, how very happy, I have been ever since 
I came here last September ; and how good, how 
very good, every one has been to me, and how 
gratefully I love them all. Give every one at 
dear old Raby a loving kiss from both of us, and 
tell them how we died in one another's arms, 
loving one another to the last as never before 
one boy loved another." 

And then the waves burst in, and Ned and 
Atty made as if they were being carried out by 
the tide, crying and struggling, when the other 
boys '^ rescued" them. 

But when they were all once more reassembled 
on their way back to the railway station, with a 
beautiful bloom upon all their faces after a day 
of so much pleasure, and their sunny little hearts 
as brimful of happiness as only innocent boys' 
hearts can be, all smiles and mirth, and noisy 
X 2 

Digitized by LjOOQIC 



296 THE BOYS OP EABT. 

romping and laughter, chattering every one of 
them as fast as ever they could wag their tongues, 
lo and behold three of their number were missing 
— the three Ferguses could nowhere be found. 

What could have become of them ? Every boy 
ran a different way to look, and there was the 
utmost confusion. 

Poor Mr. Ross, the good Master of the 
National School, who had spent a most happy day 
witnessing the innocent happiness of his boys, 
his own pretty lad amongst them, was in absolute 
despair. Master Middleton, the young Squire, 
was beyond all control, and insisted on staying 
behind to look after his playfellows. And the 
other boys would all stick round him, and couldn^t 
be got along anyhow. 

So he and a number of them ran about in 
every direction, looking for Harry Fergus and 
his two brothers. And now they were " on the 
shore, when a sudden flash of inspiration seemed 
all at once to strike upon Erry, who was Harry's 
most bosom friend of all his father^s boarders, 
and to whom he ever confided all his closest 
secrets, as they lay in contiguous beds in the 
dormitory at Ferguses. 

'' By Jove,'^ cried he, " I do believe they^ve 
gone and enlisted in the Cerberus yonder. You 
know how mad theyVe been to be sailors for 
ever so long.^^ 

And a weatherbeaten old boatman on the 
beach, overhearing them, told them that he had 
carried three boys on board the Cerberus, an- 
swering in all respects to the description of the 
three Fergus boys. 
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"Here, let's take this four-oar here, then/' 
cried our hero excitedly, "and go on board at 
once, before the ship starts. For pity's sake 
don't let's lose a moment." 

So into the four-oar they hurried in the fol- 
lowing order :— Wat Bethune, stroke ; Erry, 
second ; Ned, third ; Atty, fourth ; and the Lim- 
pet (the boy on whose back Ned had been horsed 
for punishment when Parson Meddle flogged 
him), coxswain, leaving Bill Gwynne (the hero 
of the peaches), Ned Waters the page, little Lili 
Bethune, and Looloo Middleton disappointed on 
the shore, and sadly wanting (only they had 
no money) to take another boat and follow 
them. 

The old sailor's information proved only too 
correct. Harry and Dick Fergus had read all 
Captain Marryatt's novels over and over again, 
and had been talking of nothing for weeks past 
but going to sea. 

So when at last they got to the sea-side, and 
for the first time in their lives saw a real ship 
before them, a veritable eighty-one gunner, they 
stood still to gaze at it from a distance with all 
a true British boy's infinity of veneration, and 
let the other boys go where they would, whilst, 
with the lively fancy of their age, they con- 
cocted amongst them, from the little they had 
been able to gather about it, a most marvellous 
fable of its former glories. 

It had levelled the pride of Bonaparte, and 
bombarded the Danish capital under Nelson. It 
had revenged the fall of the great hero at Tra- 
falgar, shooting, drowning, and capturing hun. 
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dreds and hnndreds for one. It had rescued the 
noble countrymen 

Of OonoD, and Lysander, and great Miltiades, 

from ignoble servitude at Navarino. It had 
bearded the Bussian bear in his den at Cron- 
Btadt^ &c. &c. &c. 

And then their nayal ardour became uncon- 
trollable. They forgot the agony of their parents 
at the loss of their three boys all in one day. 
They forgot they were perhaps spoiling one of 
the happiest days, if not the happiest day, in the 
lives of cousin Eddie and their other playmates. 
They forgot even that it was a mean and treacherous 
thing thus to take advantage of the misplaced 
confidence of the friends that had lovingly pro- 
vided them with so many hours of such exquisite 
pleasure. They forgot they were dragging poor 
little Tom, in his blind, baby reliance on his big 
brothers, he knew not whither. They saw it all 
afterwards as clearly as you, reader, or I do, 
when Harry lay abed with his bandaged scalp, 
and his father ou one side, and " Uncle " Mid- 
dleton on the other, put his fault tenderly but 
clearly before him. They saw it all clearly 
enough then, I say, but now they forgot it; 
their hearts were so aflame with eager longing. 
Even little Tommy, aged perhaps nine, or ten at 
most, caught the infection, and begged them to 
take him with them. 

So they collected all the pence they had 
amongst them, and got a boatman to take them 
for it. They had no difficulty in getting aboard 
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and looking all over the vessel, and then, when 
the bell rang for visitors to leave it, they hid 
themselves unnoticed enough under some tar- 
pauling, and impatiently waited for the ship to 
start. 

Being the merest land-lubbers in the county 
of Blankshire, as I have already said, they 
thought naturally enough that the bell meant 
just what the whistle does in trains, — that the 
ship was going to start at once. And, indeed, 
any of my young readers that have ever been on 
board a steamer will know they were about right 
so far, and they themselves had read as much in 
books. So with their young hearts beating tre- 
mendously fast with excitement, they hid them- 
selves more and more under the tarpauling, not 
a little frightened, when they came to think of 
it, at their own temerity, T3ut, for all that, as full 
as ever they could hold of bright, golden an- 
ticipations of future happiness — of climbing 
blazing decks, and mounting loaded batteries, 
sword in hand, and either dying on yonder 
moonlit '^liquid field of glory /^ with this last 
message, for whichever of them survived to 
carry home for the others : ^^ Love and kisses to 
dear mamma and the little ones, and beg dear 
papa^s pardon for us for running away ; '' or 
coming back to Dunedin, crowned with laurels, 
— Sir Henry, Sir Eichard, and Sir Thomas, — 
K.C.B.^s, every one of them ; and all the other 
wild follies of a schoolboy's day-dreams. 

Only one thing rather troubled the cooler and 
less enthusiastic Dick. 

'^ I say, Harry,'' quoth he, a little anxiously. 
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" the boys here ain't a bit like our boys at Eaby '^ 
(meaning the village boys) ; ^^ they seem cmfully 
common. I hope we shan't haye to chum with 
them. I shan't hke that at all." 

(They were, indeed, boys taken from the 
workhouses of all the great towns in that part 
of England, rough and uncivilized enough, but 
true Britons, many of them, at bottom, for all 
that, as we shall presently see.) 

" Pooh, Dick ! " replied Harry ; " of course 
we shan't. What a duflFer you must be to think 
of such a thing ! We shall be officers over them, 
you know, and lead them on 

* To fight for glory or the grave/ 

just as Cousin Ned 'U ^e Squire of Eaby." 

Dick ruminated for a while, in a somewhat 
sceptical frame of mind, upon this reply. He 
did not quite see what right they could have, as 
^' stowaways," to make themselves officers over 
the other boys. However, he very willingly 
remembered what a lot of things Harry knew 
that he didn't — ^how he could say all tvtttw, for 
instance, right off without mistake, and could 
perform many other equally wonderful intel- 
lectual feats. So he bowed with reverent sub- 
mission to the superior wisdom of his domestic 
oracle, and once more accorded it all a younger 
brother's implicit confidence. And, besides, he 
comforted himself with the thought that, at the 
very worst, so long as they three were together, 
he could never want companions to his mind. 
So the voyage was pleasant enough, so far. 
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But the Cerberus was, after all, only a super- 
annuated old war-ship, turned into a training- 
school for some five hundred workhouse boys, 
and no more intended ever again to move from 
its place than Eaby Hall itself. It did move 
from its place, however, after all, that night, as 
we shall see, but in a way our young adventurers 
least of all anticipated. 

And now most of the five hundred boys that 
formed the crew went to bed for the last time in 
the ill-fated vessel. 

But a few of the bigger ones stayed up to put 
her to rights — to "put her to bed,^^ as they 
affectionately called it. 

Now, a boy named Greenwood, thirteen years 
old last October, free and frank as free and frank 
could be, a true British sailor-boy every inch of' 
him, happened, most unluckily for himself and 
every one else, to be lamp-trimmer, for the first 
time, that week. 

He had to take twelve lamps out of the lamp- 
room, one by one, and trim and light them, and 
hang them up around the main-deck. And he 
was all by himself, and had no one to direct him, 
for the superintendent was busy elsewhere ; and 
though a most thoroughly sound boy, he was a 
little dull, and, I^m afraid, just a little careless 
too. 

He had put eleven up, but one still remained 
behind. 

And now he was holding this last lamp up by 
the top part, and was just going upon deck to 
hang it iip, when he stumbled against the stairs 
and let it fall. 
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Now the deck of the lamp-room was greasy- 
all over with oil, that the other boys had spilt 
there before this unlucky boy became lamp-trim- 
mer ; and though they scrubbed it well every 
day, there was no getting the grease out of it. 
the grain of the oak was so completely saturated 
with it; so before Greenwood could so much as 
recoyer his balance and pick his lamp up, the 
deck had caught the flame of the wick inside the 
lamp, as it lay shattered on the ground, and was 
all alight in an instant. 

The oil was petroleum. It bums with exces- 
sive fierceness, and water will not put it out. 

So the frightened lad, when he saw the mis- 
chief he had innocently done, took ofE his flannel 
sailor's jacket, and put it on the fire, and even 
sat upon it in his helpless agony to keep the 
flame down. And the boys came in and laughed 
at him as he sat in that ludicrous attitude^ 
squirming round and round, and at last bouncing 
up with an, " Oh, dear me 1 '' unable to bear the 
heat any longer, and with a face as red as a lob- 
ster, and his grimy hands both pulling out his 
singed breeches behind to get the heat out of 
them, looking the while miserably frightened and 
uncomfortable. 

And some of the other lads mocked him, and 
said, " Ah, you're in for it now, Greeneye ; you'll 
be warmer than that before you're done with," and 
only laughed when he begged them to help him, 
and ran away. So hardly knowing what he was 
about in his utter dismay, he caught up a bucket 
full of oil, taking it for water, and threw it on 
the flame. And then, of course, it blazed up all 
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the higher, and the alarm was given and the fire- 
bell rung to summon the boys to the pumps. 

Dick Fergus had just before been saying to his 
brother, ^^ I say, Harry, what a time she is going 
off,^^ when he heard the alarm-bell. 

'^ Hark,^^ then added he, " there she is going 
off at last ! '' 

'^ ^ Hurrah for the red, white, and blue ! ' '^ 
sang out Harry, in rather a quavering voice, for 
even he was beginning to get a little nervous, 
and suspect there might be worse troubles in the 
world even than Virgil and Euclid. 

'^ By George, but I^m getting into a beastly 
funk though,^^ responded the less incurably sea- 
smitten Dick. 

" Cheer up, Dick,^' quoth Harry, struggling 
manfully against the dismals that were now fast 
creeping over our three young adventurers. 

" * Cheer, boys, cheer ! 

Never let your hearts go down/ '* 

But every moment his own heart beat heavier 
and heavier, and his voice grew more and more 
quavering. 

^'But whatever will the Captain say ? ^^ persisted 
poor Dick, who couldn't help seeing through 
Harry's fe6ble attempts to comfort him. " He's 
sure to flog us. 0, how far ever is it from shore ? 
Is there no boat near that we could swim to 
before he ties us up to one of his guns, and gives 
us the cat ? " 

And then little Tommy, as he lay crouching at 
the furthest end of the tarpauling, fell a whim- 
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pering as he thought of his mamma that he was 
now never to see again any more, and pictured 
himself tied fast to a gun, and the skin taken off 
his poor, naked, little back with the horrid cat- 
o^-nine-tails, and no mamma there to envelop 
him in her arms, and not let any one touch him. 
No, never more was he to see her. 

So there they all were, little Tommy refusing 
to be comforted when Harry embraced him re- 
morsefully enough, earnestly protesting that they 
would never touch him. But he would no longer 
believe a word he said, but only struggled to 
release himself, calling him ^^ Cruel, cruel, cruel,^^ 
for enticing him to that dreadful place; Dick 
devoutly wishing some kind genie would carry 
him home that very minute, though his father 
should scold him ever so terribly, and give him 
ever so many lines to write out, or that the sea 
would swallow him up before the Cerberus could 
start him upon that fearful voyage ; and Harry 
still bent upon going sailoring, but remembering 
only too well what the railway porter had told 
Erry about, for all he knew, this very ship, and 
knowing very well he should catch it much the 
worst of the three for thus fraudulently entering 
himself on board j and even when the smart of 
his punishment for that was over, he would still 
have a terribly rough time of it, messing with 
the brutish young workhouse cads around him. 

So our three adventurers would very soon 
have been discovered, when the tarpauling was 
removed from over them, miserably fallen all to 
loggerheads, and exchanging bitter, unbrotherly 
reproaches with one another, had they not, at 
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that very moment, had something very different 
given them to think of. 

The boys belonging to the ship had all shown 
wonderful discipline in getting to the pumps 
without the loss of a moment, and setting to 
work like Trojans ; but it was very soon plain 
enough to everybody that the pumps, had there 
been twenty of them instead of two, were no 
match for the petroleum. So up from the 
pumps the heaving mass of little urchins, of all 
ages from seven to fourteen, began to swarm on 
to the deck by hundreds, some of them half 
undressed, just going to bed, and some of them 
in their shirts, just woke up out of their sleep, 
rushing up through every hatchw^ay, crushing 
and struggling with one another for dear life. 

Meanwhile, Ned and his little party had hardly 
put ofE in the four-oar, when there arose, all at 
once a horrible cry of ^^ Fire ! fire ! fire ! " from 
the doomed ship, which was firmly moored not 
more than half a mile off the shore ; and a swarm 
of faces of horrified little urchins appeared upon 
the deck of the devoted vessel, screaming and 
scuttering about all over it, thick as leaves in 
Vallambrosa,* all hurrying to the shore side of 
the deck, and terrible volumes of mingled flame 
and smoke close after them, blown by the pitiless 
south-west wind in the same direction. 

* Near the monastery of St. Gaalberto lies the forest of 
Vallambrosa (shady vale), with a meanderiDg stream running 
through it ; and so entirely do the fallen leaves cover both 
stream and valley in autumn, that the guides push a long 
pole before them to ascertain which is land and which is 
water, and so save the timorous wayfui-er from a duckmg. 
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^'Poor Harry !'^ cried our hero; "do let's- 
fly and save him ! Oh, if ever I get him back, 
I'll never snub him again as I have done ! He 
shall be cousin Harry, and I'll be cousin Ned, as 
much as ever he likes." 

"And ril never be jealous of him again," 
added Atty ; " he shall love you better than I, 
if he can ; and you shall love him better than 
me, if you like." 

Whilst the two soft-hearted boys thus ex- 
pressed their remorse for past harshnesses of 
theirs to '^ slow Jack," and the good four-oar was 
flying along as fast as ever they could row her, they 
saw nearer and nearer the poor lads in the burn- 
ing ship climbing over the bulwarks, and hanging 
on by the chains, and wherever else they could 
get hold for hand or foot. And a lot of them 
were swimmiug about, a few of the eldest of 
them in their trousers, but most of them quite 
naked, or with only their shirts on, and the boats 
of the Cerberus and various other ships were 
coming up to the rescue, and picking them up 
as fast as they could; one barge in particular 
belonging to the Cerbervs, called the tank- 
barge, stuck close to her much as the Limpet 
might have done to Ned, had he been in such 
a plight, receiving fresh supplies of half-roasted 
and more than half -naked boys, till it was 
weighed down to the very edge of the water. 
Some of the poor little fellows, frightened to 
death, suddenly woke up as they were out of 
their childish slumbers that were even still quite 
fresh upon them, stifled with the smoke, and sick 
and faint with the overpowering smell of the 
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seething pitch and tar, begged hard to push off 
before the terrible flames got hold of them ; but 
one young hero named Wyman, doubling his 
fists and threatening to knock any one down 
that stirred a foot, held fast till the ^Hank^^ 
would hold no more. 

Only twenty or thirty boys were now left on 
board, and all hope for the ship was gone. 

One of them was clinging to the brave cap- 
taints neck, and entreating him in the most 
touching and aflfectionate manner to save himself 
and leave them to follow. But the captain, with 
his great strong arms, easily plucked the little 
fellow ofE, and, taking him up in them and giving 
him a fling, made him dive in over the side after 
his youthful shipmates. 

Then another of them, who had been standing 
admiringly by with his hand in the captain^s, 
adding his own supplications to his comrade^s, 
took ofi* his flannel and got on the gunwale, at 
the captain^s irresistible bidding, to follow him. 
But even in that moment of supremest peril he 
had the presence of mind to tear his good-con- 
duct stripes ofE the arm of his jacket before he 
flung it from him, and put them in his trousers 
pocket, and cover them over safe from the water 
with his cotton handkerchief. So proud and 
careful of them was he even then. 

The ship was now one vast terrific sheet of 
fire, and rapidly burning down to the water^s 
edge, when two undersized human beings were 
descried, some little way off, swimming in the 
direction of Eddie's boat, the biggest of them 
dragging along by his side some Utile scrap of 
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a thing very carefully, and the other swimming 
close to him. 

Half a moment after, and they saw it was 
Harry Fergus carrying little Tom, and Dick 
swimming close belund them. 

Another half-minute, and Harry, after one last 
faint struggle, dropped his helpless little burden 
and sank beneath the water. 

^' Cousin Harry ! cousin Harry ! '^ cried Ned, 
as he darted into the water as quick as 
lightning the moment after. '^ Dear cousin 
Harry ! ^^ And diving fearlessly underneath, 
presently fetched the senseless boy up. 

By that time Atty was in the water too, and 
had got fast hold of poor, frightened, gasping 
little Tommy ; and Wat, Erry, and the Limpet 
soon hauled them all into the boat. 

But Harry gave no signs of life, and they 
thought he was drowned. So when they got on 
shore Ned laid him gently down upon his back, 
and whilst Wat and Erry supported his head 
and shoulders, drew his arms gently upwards 
and downwards, and rubbed his chest and face ; 
but when at last he opened his eyes, it was but 
to shiver and shut them again directly ; and then 
Eddie cried out, "Why, Erry, what^s this? he's all 
over blood, poor fellow ! Oh, whatever shall we 
do with him ? '^ 

(A spar had fallen from the burning ship and 
struck him on tho head and shoulder.) 

Then the boys, on examining him and finding 
where the blood came from, bound up his wound 
as well as they could, and conveyed him amongst 
them to the railway station. 
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Meanwhile the news of a ship on fire had been 
conveyed thither; and when the station-master 
heard that some of the boys belonging to the ex- 
cursion-party were believed to be on board her, 
and that a party of the rest was gone to look after 
them, he stopped the train until they came in, 
carrying the wounded Harry, Ned and Atty 
bearing his head, and Wat and Erry his body, 
and the rest of the boys crowding round them. 

Then, as they got into the train, the station- 
master and the guard and half a dozen more 
insisted upon hugging and shaking hands with 
our hero and his three cousins, and standing in 
a group round the carriage where the exploring 
party sat ; whilst Harry Fergus, soon brought to 
after his faintness by a spoonful of brandy from 
the refreshment-room, quickly told the gaping 
crowd around him the story of his folly with all 
a truant English schoolboy^s reckless candour, or 
rather as much of it as the train, already thrown 
horribly behind its time by A^'rn, could possibly 
wait for. 

Then oflF it puflFed, and a loud, imiversal cry 
followed it ; for just as it was leaving the station 
the blazing mass of the Cerberus was seen in the 
distance slowly drifting on to shore before the 
wind. 

Her moorings had given way at last, and she 
was making her last fearful cruise in this world. 

Were this a story written expressly for Sunday- 
school children, telling how the devil, in the 
sailor dress of one of the tars of the Gerherus, 
tempted our three boys on board, in open de- 
fiance of the Fifth Commandment, by the pro- 
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mise of giving them a voyage in her^ my utmost 
stretch of imagination would never have hit 
upon such a treacherous devil's fulfilment of his 
bargain as that would have been had they been 
in her then. 

How the arch-fiend would have chuckled^ as 
showing himself at last in his true colours^ he 
addressed our three poor trembling truants in 
words of hellish mockery thus : — 

''There, young gentlemen, youVe got the 
cruise down Channel I promised you. See how 
gallantly she goes before the wind. I only hope 
you like it ; and now, please, be good enough to 
come along with me for ever" 

As Dick Fergus said in a horrified whisper 
to his brother, '' That would have been a pretty 
first cruise for us three, wouldn't it, eh ? if we 
had been in her now.'' 

And then the boys talked, as excited boys will 
talk, over the series of '' moving accidents by 
flood " thus appallingly concluded ; and the ex- 
ploring party made up amongst them, for the 
entertainment of their breathlessly listening com- 
rades, a rare story, wild and harrowing enough 
in all conscience, of poor boys burnt alive|[inside 
the ill-fated vessel, crushed by the falling masts, 
or stifled by the smoke, or blistered to death 
with melting lead and pitch and tar, or crippled 
by all manner of wounds past escape, or swept 
off the chains before the boats could get to them, 
or drowned when the poor little fellows thought 
themselves out of danger at last, by their boat 
being overfilled and swamped; and the sympathy 
which the whole town turned out to offer to the 
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poor, now utterly destitute lads, with nothing of 
their own whatever in the world but the dripping 
shirt upon their backs, and many of them with- 
out even that ; and how, as the bodies of those 
that perished were washed on shore, the pitying 
crowd gathered round to look upon their paJe 
innocent short-lived faces in the mortuary, and 
after the inquest to attend their funeral, and 
scatter flowers upon their graves. 

These things to hear 

Did all the lads so seriously incline, 

that it was not until they had got a pretty good 
part of their way home again that they burst 
once more into their former glorious peal of 
happy song. But then, to make up for lost 
time, they sang out louder and more joyously 
than ever. Their hero prince had saved Harry^s 
life, and Atty had saved his Uttle brother Tom^s. 
And were not they two genuine fairy princes, 
and no mistake, for the mirth-intoxicated young 
creatures to be proud of, and to sing to ? 

And as they flew by station after station, that 
brought them nearer and nearer to '^ dear old 
Raby,^^ their hearts grew more and more full 
of gladness, and they danced, and leaped, and 
jumped, and cheered, and sang, and shouted 
more and more, till the train stopped at ArUng- 
ham; and yet more and more in the carts and 
waggons that met them there, and yet more and 
more when they alighted in the midst of the 
village, and yet more and more still all the way 
home. 

Boys who have read in their JEsop the fable 
Y 2 
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of Mercury and the Woodcutters, or the story of 
Edwin the Hunchback, or that of the French- 
man at the Restaurant, should know there is 
nothing half so stupid as to volunteer an encore. 
To the very bottom of my heart I hate the bore 
that requests me as a favour to repeat, and, of 
course, to spoil the jest he was too deaf, or too 
stupid, or too inattentive, or too all three at once 
to hear the first time. But the boys on board 
the Bellerophon did not know this; and when 
all the newspapers praised the heroic conduct of 
the boys of the Gerherm up to the skies, they 
got awfully jealous (boys are the most jealous 
things in the world, as my young readers must 
know), and set their own ship on fire. But it 
was a most wretched failure, and fell upon the 
public as flat as ditch-water. Not a life was lost; 
and the newspapers all conspired to treat the 
matter with the utmost coldness. Shockingly 
wicked as the conduct of the young incendiaries 
was, I can^t help pitying them for being so ex- 
tremely £illy. 
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nbd's great break-up supper. 

An interval of more tlian a year hasjiow elapsed; 
it is gloomy November once more, wid the day, 
the long looked-for day, is come when Ned is to 
leave school '^for good.'* 

He is growing amazingly tall and stout, and 
laughs at the once dreaded ferule now, and the 
restraints of school only make him loutish ; and 
Erry and Wat both went last Midsummer, and, 
in a word, it is time he went too. But he is not 
allowed to depart without due honour. Very 
carefully, with Atty sitting at his elbow to coach 
him, had Ned got np his evening preparation 
yesterday, and very assiduous is he with all his 
tasks that morning ; and very respectful indeed 
is he to Uncle Fergus, and very bland indeed is 
Uncle Fergus in return to him. 

And after dinner he musters up courage to go 
into the parlour where Uncle and Auntie Fergus 
are and beg a half-holiday that afternoon for 
himself and his schoolfellows, as it is his last day 
with them. 

But he is so afraid of being refused that he 
stammers and blushes and cannot get out what 
he has to say ; and Harry, who accompanies 
him, is obliged at last to help him out of his 
difficulty. " Oh, father,'^ says he, " ho wants to 
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beg a half -holiday for us as it is his last day 
here/^ 

When they get back into the schoolroom he 
just is cheered and chaired round the play- 
ground^ and he invites them all to tea and 
supper, and that last half -holiday at '* dear old 
Dunedin '* is about the happiest afternoon he has 
ever spent in his life. But he has to be back 
with them whilst they change their clothes and 
get ready to go to the Hall. And then, as they 
are all standing up in the schoolroom after 
prayers, eagerly watching for what is coming. 
Daddy rises and makes a speech in Ned's honour, 
and calls him np to his desk and hands him the most 
magnificent prize-book you ever saw. And oh, 
the cheering and clapping and stamping of feet 
there is then. Master Ned turns to the flyjeaf, 
his face all aglow with pride and pleasure, and 
on it is the following inscription in letters of 
gold and purple, most elaborately wrought by 
Harry and Dick Fergus with the help of their 
mother and sisters, and the full cognizance and 
approbation of all the other boys : — 

"If * God is love,' 
Eandness is goodness. 

To Edwin Walter Middleton, 

The Best Boy at Dunedin Grammar School, 

This book is presented, 

On his leaving it, with the unanimous consent of his 

Schoolfellows, by his affectionate teacher, 

Isaac Fergus, M.A. 

The Parsonage, Dunedin, 

Nov. — , 18—. 

* To him that loveth much, much is forgiven.' 

Luke vii. 47/ 

T* •!* T* tC Sp S|C 
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'^ Oh, but Atty, do let me speak/' cried the 
delighted boy as they were all once more eagerly 
clamouring around him in the porch outside. 
'^ Oh, but Atty, do let me speak ; this is the 
second prize IVe got by cheating. It really 
isn't mine fairly. It's yours, you know it is, 
and you shall have it." 

And he was still trying to force it into Atty's 
reluctant hand, his heart all the while on fire 
with hot longing to keep it himself, as it had 
never been on fire before for anything; but, 
generous boy that he was, he knew he had no 
right to it, it was Atty's ; but the impatient lads 
could wait for him no longer, so without letting 
him finish half his meditated expostulations — 
'* Such nonsense," they said, ^^ when they had, 
one and all, given their free consent," — they 
caught him upon their shoulders and carried him 
huzzaing and shouting home; and the village 
boys swarmed round them to the lawn gate, and 
there most of them settled, rubbing their noses 
against the bars, and straining their young eyes 
after their prince ; but a few of the boldest and 
most devoted followed them at some yards' 
interval in a little fluttering stream, frightenedly 
conscious of the heinous temerity they were 
guilty of, but utterly fascinated. 

That was, indeed, a happy evening. From the 
time they brought him to his father's door, and 
Abby opened it with a smile, and the Squire 
looked so pleased and proud, to the time they 
went to bed half drunk, much less with what 
ihey had imbibed, than with utter love for him and 
one another, and schoolboy jollity and reckless 
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mirth and happiness^ — and some of the lads had 
drunk a pretty deal of '^ negus ^' too in their 
glass-clinkings^ the three young Ferguses es- 
pecially; they loved him so — it was one long 
summary of exquisite delights in a true boys' 
Elysium. 

After tea there were fireworks and Turn the 
Trencher, with all sorts of droll, ingenious for- 
feits, and dancing with all the pretty girls in the 
neighbourhood : Ned's sisters, and Atty's, and 
the Ferguses', and the sisters of all the boarders 
that their brothers could anyhow coax to come 
so far, — the Erry girls, the Bethune girls, and 
the girls belonging to two or three more of the 
parsonage lads. And then there was such a 
supper as even Master Ned himself had never 
seen before, nor any of the other boys in their 
lives. The two younger Ferguses especially, 
whose diet at home was of the very plainest, 
were perfectly ravished at the sight of the beau- 
tiful things that were put on table. Master Ned, 
indeed, had told them that papa and mamma 
were going to give a jolly good spread, but this 
quite surpassed all expectation. They could never 
have dremnsd of anything like it. Their eyes 
sparkled, their mouths watered, they jumped 
about and cried out, and, like simple schoolboys 
as they were, betrayed their innocent gratification 
in a dozen artlessly expressive ways. And now 
the boys' tongues were all unloosed with a ven- 
geance; they sang, they drank toasts, and clinked 
glasses together, and kept on changing places, 
and pushing, and shoving, and knocking one 
another about, and wrestling with one another to 
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sit next Eddie; and with meiTj good-humour 
dispensing the good things to the grinning foot- 
boy and the village lads that had been admitted 
to the high treat of waiting at table on this 
delightful occasion, and enjoyed their stolen par- 
ticipation in the talk, and laughter, and noise, 
and eating, and drinking, almost, if not quite, as 
much as the invited guests themselves. At last 
Harry Fergus cried out, '^ Oh, whatever's the 
time by your watch, Ned? l^m afraid we^re 
awful late.^' And when Ned told him, he emitted 
a shrill whistle of horrible dismay, and got up 
from his seat in hot haste, ejaculating, *^0h, 
won^t father just give it us for being so late. Do 
make haste, Tom, with that jelly.'^ But Ned 
caught hold of him by the arm, and smiled as 
he said, '^ Ton don^t suppose, Harry, I mean to 
let any of you go to-night. I'm sure Uncle 
Scourgeus won't mind. Oh, dear papa, can't 
they stay ? My bed will hold Harry as well as 
Atty, &c. &c. &c." So papa wrote a note 
to the Eeverend Isaac, hoping he would let all 
the boys stay at the Hall that night, and en- 
treating him to be lenient with the boys' lessons 
next morning, as he feared after the night's dis- 
sipation they wouldn't feel much disposed for 
rvwrtoj and as in prcesenti by the candlelight of 
a raw November morning. 

'^I know what that is, pa," interjected our 
hero, ^^ after a jolly evening like this." 

The boys all bustled to help write the all- 
important note, one offering a sheet of paper, 
one selecting a pen, one tearing off a stamp, one 
licking it, one lighting the candle, one holding 
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it> one dropping on the sealing wax^ one affixing 
the great Middleton seal, all doing somethings 
and bothering their poor host so amongst them^ 
that he hardly knew what he was about. How- 
ever the note was written at last^ and sent by 
Jim Ardley^ who boasted that he could run to 
Fergus's and back^ in the darkest night, without 
stopping, in a few seconds less than ten minutes. 
Master Ned took advantage of the opportunity 
to put his arm round mamma's neck and whisper, 
''Oh, darling mamma, what a jolly spread youVe 
given us. We have so enjoyed it, haven't we, Tom ? 
That trifle was nice, wasn't itf You just ajre a 
jolly mamma, and I just do love you for thinking 
of me and humouring me so. I never thought 
you were going to give us such an awful good 
break-up supper as this. You are a dear, 
Kood mamma, indeed, for it." And with that 
he put his arms round her neck, crying out, 
"Oh, ma, how pretty you are, to be sure; no 
wonder pa's so fond of you," and kissed her. 

So, though the supper certainly was needlessly 
good for a pack of ravenous schoolboys, mamma 
wasn't sorry, on the whole, for having been a little 
weak for once. 

About a quarter of an hour now elapsed, and 
then Jim Ardley brought back the following note 
from uncle Fergus : — 

Dear Arthur, — 

Pray keep my pack of good-for-nothlDg UTchins 
with you to-night, by all means. I wish you joy of them. 
Ever your affectionate cousin, 

I. FiERoua 
No preparation to-morrow, tell them. 
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The boys then, with one voice, gave three 
cheers for " Daddy/^ and the pleasure of the 
evening was without a flaw. 

The talk at supper, so far as there can be said 
to have been any, drowned ever and anon, as you 
may well .suppose it was, in a flood of rich em- 
broidery of jest and song and feasting, and noise 
and laughter and obstreperous playfulness, and 
innocent love and rapture, was aU sweet, unut- 
terably sweet reminiscences of the dear old times 
— the dear, never-to-be-forgotten, blissful days, 
of which this was the last, and the neverest-to- 
be-forgotten and the blissfulest, when they and 
the proud squire of Raby's eldest boy were lads 
at school together. 

Oh, how the Squire, his fond papa, listened, 
and mamma, and his sisters and little brothers, 
and the page, his namesake, and the village lads 
that filled up all the interstices of the place> and 
the servants ! 

Oh, how he lay upon his &ther's lap, and 
nestled upon his bosom, and kissed him, with 
his mother beside him stroking down the rich 
clusters of his golden hair,* and looking on ad- 
miringly ; and his schoolfellows grouped as close 
round him as they could be, and chattering with 
all a ^^ f our-and-twenty happy boys' "f power of 
volubility ! If there is such a thing as heaven 

* Juvenile readers that prefer that colour may here read 
ravm hair. 

t As little Looloo remarked to Eddie : — 

*' Four-and-twenty blackbirds baked in a pie : 
Hal and Dick, and Tom and Rick, and At and you and T.'* 
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UDon earth, there was heaven upon earth at Raby 
Hall then. And, above all, there was heaven 
upon earth in the heart of papa and mamma, and 
in the heart of the grateful boy, that said with 
his endearing caresses, as no words could say it, 

" Oh ! my dear &ther and mother, this is your 
reward for all the trouble and anxiety you have 
had with me so many, so very many times. I 
have been so naughty, and you have both been 
so good ! " 

It was, beyond all doubt, the cream of the 
evening; and the eager pleasure with which 
every listening ear drank up the sweet nectar, 
and every prattling tongue distilled it, tempted 
the boys on to pursue tlie theme they found to 
be so delicious to their hosts, and felt to be 
so delicious to themselves, till, one after another, 
they fell asleep, any number of them in a bed 
together. So that, what with their wild, uncon- 
trollable schoolboy jollity, and what with there 
being such a perfect swarm of them, there just 
was a pretty disorderly scene in the dormitory, 
and noise and uproar enough for any one, even 
for Ned himself, I should imagine. 

Aye, and they pursued it in the years to come, 
till they slept the last sleep of all. 



THE wwn. 



wzxjor AVD aoMB, PBzinrxss, qxmat qvsbf mvmi, &oifi»oa. 
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